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Wb have no edition of the * Winter's Tale ' prior to 
that of the folio of 1623 ; nor was it entered upon the 
registers of the Stationers' Company previous to the 
«ntry by the proprietors of the folio. The original 
text, which is divided into acts and scenes, is remark^ 
ably correct. 

The novel of Robert Greene, called ' Pandosto,' and 
* The History of Dorastua and Fawnia,^ which Shak- 
spere undoubtedly followed, with very few important 
deviations, in the construction of the plot of his * Win- 
ter's Tale,' was a work of extraordinary popularity, there 
being fourteen editions known to exist 

" In the countiy of Bohemia,'* says the novel, " tliere 
reigned a king called Pandosto." The Leontes of 
Sfaakspere "is the Pandosto of Greene. The Polixenes 
of the play is Egistus in the novel : — " It so happened 
that Egistus, King of Sicilia, who in his youth had 
been brought up with Pandosto, desirous to show that 
neither tract of time nor distance of place could dimi- 
nish their former friendship, provided a navy of ships, 
and sailed into Bohemia to visit his old friend and 
companion.'' Here, then, we have the scene of the 
action reversed. The jealous king is of Bohemia, — his 
injured friend of Sicilia. But the visitor sails into 
Bohemia. The most accomplished scholars of Shak- 
spere'fl period purposely committed such apparent vio- 
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4 INTRODUCTORY REMARKS. 

lations of propriety, when dealing with the legendary 
and romantic. The wife of Pandoste is Bellaria ; and 
they have a young son called Garinter. Pandosto be- 
comes jealous, slowly, and by degrees ; and there is at 
least some want of caution in the queen to justify it. 
The great author of * Othello ' would not deal with 
jealousy after this fashion. He had already produced 
that immortal poitrait 

" Of ouc. not easily jealous, but, being wrought^ 
Pfirplex'd in the extreme* 
He had now to exhibit the distractions of a mind to 
which jealousy was native ; to depict the terrible access 
of passion, uprooting in a moment all deliberation, all 
reason, all gentleness. The instant the idea enters the 
mind of Leontes the passion is at its height 

The action of the novel and that of the drama con- 
tinue in a pretty equal course. Pandosto tampers with 
his cupbearer, Franion, to poison Egistus ; and the cup- 
bearer, terrified at the fearful commission^ reveals the 
design to the object of his master's hatred. Eventually 
they escape together. Bellaria is committed to prison, 
where she gives birth to a daughter. The guard " car- 
ried tlie child to the king, who, quite devoid of pity, 
commanded that "without delay it should be put in the 
boat, haying neither sail nor rudder to guide it, and so 
to be carried into the midst of the sea, and there lefb to 
the wind and wave as the destinies please to appomt." 
The queen appeals to the oracle of Apollo ; and certain 
lords are sent io Delphos, where they receive his de- 
cree : — '^ Suspicion is no proof : jealousy is an miequal 
judge.: Bellaria is chaste ; Egistus blameless : Franion 
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INTRODUCTORY REMARKS. 6 

a true subject ; Pandosta treacherous : his babe iimo* 
ceut ; and the king shall live without an heir, if that 
which is lost be not found.*' On their return, upon an 
appointed day, the queen was '^ brought in before the 
judgment-seat." Shakspere has followed a part of the 
tragical ending of this scene; but he preserves his in- 
jured Hermione, to be re-united to her daughter after 
years of solitude and suffering. 

The story of the preservation of the deserted infant is 
prettily told in the novel. The infant is taken to the 
shepherd's home, and is brought up by his wife and 
himself under the name of Fawnia. In a narrative the 
lapse of sixteen years may occur without any violation 
of propriety. The changes are gradual. But in a drama, 
whose action depends upon a manifest lapse of time^ 
there must be a sudden transition. Shakspere is per- 
fectly aware of the difficulty ; and he diminishes it by 
the introduction of Time as a Chorus : — 

** Impute it not a crime 
To me, or my swift passage, that I slide 
O'er sixteen years, aud leave the growth untried 
Of that wide gap ; since it is in my power 
To o'erthrow law, and in one self-born hour 
To plant and overwhelm custom.** 
Shakspere has exhibited his consummate art in open- 
ing the fourth act with Polixenes and Camillo, of whom 
we have lost sight since the end of the first. Had it been 
otherwise, — had he brought Autolycus, and Florizel, 
and Perdita, at once upon the scene, — the continuity of 
action would have been destroyed ; and the commence- 
ment of the fourth act would have appeared as the 
commencement of a new play. Shakspere made the 
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6 INTRODUCTOEY REMARKS. 

difficulties of his plot bend to bis art ; instead of want^ 
ing art, as Ben Jonson says. Autolycus and the Clown 
prepare us for Ferdita ; and when the third scene opens, 
what a beautiful vision lights upon this earth ! There 
perhaps never was such a union of perfect simplicity 
and perfect grace as in the character of Perdita. What 
an exquisite idea of lier mere personal appearance is 
presented in FlorizeVs rapturous exclamation,—- 
" When you do daace« I wish you 

A wave o* the sea^ that you might ever do 

Notliing but that !" 
In the novel we liave no trace of the interruption by 
the father of the princely lover in the disguise of a guest 
at the shepherd's cottage. Dorastus and Fawnia flee 
from the country without the knowledge of the king. 
The ship in which they embark is thrown by a storm 
upon the coast of Bohemia. Messengers are despatched . 
in search of the lovers ; and they arrive in Bohemia 
with the request of Egistus that the companions in the 
flight of Dorastus shall be put to death. The secret of 
Fawnia's birth is discovered by the shepherd ; and her 
father recognises her. But the previous circumstances 
exhibit as much grossness of conception on the part of the 
novelist, as the different management of tlie catastrophe 
shows the matchless skill and taste of the dramatist. 
We forgive Leontes for his early folly and wickedness ; 
for during sixteen years has his remorse been bitter nnd 
his affection constant. 
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PERSONS REPRESENTED. 



LeoNTBS, King ofSiciliiu 

Appears^ Act I. sc. 2. Act II. sc. 1; sa 3. Act. III. sc 2. 

Act V. sc. 1 J 8c. S. 

Mamillios, son to Leontes. 

Appears, Act I. sc. 2. Act IL sc. 1. 

Camillo, a Sicilian lord. 

Appears, Act I. sd ; sc. 2. Act IV. sc.l ; sc. 3. Act. V. sc. i 

Antigonus, a Sicilian lord. 

Appears, Act II. Be, 1 ; w. 3. Act III. sc. 3. 

Cleohenes, a Sicilian lord. 
Appears, Act HI. sc. 1 ; sc. 2. Act V. sc. 1. 

Dion, a Sicilian lord. 

Appears, Act III. sc 1 ; sc. 2. Act V. sc, 1. 

A Sicilian Lord. 

Appears, Act II. sc.l ; sc. 3. Act III. sc. 2. 

RoOERO, a Sicilian gentleman. 

Appears, Act V. sc.l. 

An Attendant on the young Prince Mamillius. 

Appears, Act II. sc. 8. 

Officers of a Court of Judicature. 

Appear, Act III. sc. 2. 

PoLlXENESy King (^Bohemia. 

jippears, Act I. sc. 2. Act IV. sc. 1 ; sc. 3. Act V. sc. 8. 

Florizel, son to Polixenes. 

Appears, Act IV. sc. 8. Act V. sc. 1 ; sc. 3. 

AaCHlDAHUB, a Bohemian lord. 

Appears, Act I. sc. 1. 
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8 PERSONS REPRESENTED. 

A Mariner. 
Appears, Act m. sc. 3. 

Gbkoler. 
Appears, Act II. sc. 2. 

An old Shepherd, reputed father o/Perdita. 

Appears, Act IIL so. 8. Act IV. sc. 3. Act V. sc. 2. 

Clown, son to ihe old Shepherd. 

Appears, Act HI. sc. 8.' Act IV. sc. 2 ; sc. 3. Act V. sc. 2. 

AuTOLYCUS, a rogue. 

Appears, Act IV. so. 2 ; sc. 8. Act V. sc. 2. 

Time, as Chorus, 

Appears, Act IV. 

He&mione, Queen to Leontes. 

Appears, Act L sc 2. Act IL so. 1 . Act III. sc. 2. Act V. sc. 3. 

Perdita, daughter to Leontes and Hermione. 

Appears, Act IV. so. 3. Act V. so. 1 ; so. 3. 

Paulina, wife to Antigonus. 

Appears, Act II. so. 2 ; so. 8. Act III. so. 2. Act IV. sc. 1. 

Act V. sc. 3. 

Emilia, a lady attending on the Queen. 
Appears, Act It. sc. 2. 

Two Ladies attending on the Queen. 
Appear, Act II. so. 1. 

MOPSA, a shepherdess. 
Appears, Act IV. so. 3. 

Dorcas, a shepherdess. 
Appears, Act IV. so. 8. 

Lords, Ladies^ and Attendants ; Saiyrsfor a Dance; 
Shepherd, Shepherdesses, Guards^ ^c 

SCENE,— Sometimes in Sicilia ; sometimes in 
Bohemia. 
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A WINTER'S TALE. 



ACT I. 

SCENE I. — Sicilia. An AnUehawhw in Leontes' . 
TaUkce, 

Enter Cauillo and Abchidauus. 

Arch. If you shall chance, Camillo, to visit Bohe- 
mia, on the like occasion whereon my services are now 
on foot, you shall see, as I have said, great difierence 
betwijLt our Bohemia and your Sicilia. 

Cam. I think, this coming summer, the king of Sicilia 
means to pay Bohemia the visitation which he justly 
owes him. 

Arch. Wherein our entertainment shall shame us we 
will be justified in our loves : for, indeed, — 

Cam, 'Beseech you, — 

Arch. Verily, I speak it in the freedom of my know- 
ledge : we cannot with such magnificence — in so rare — 
I know not what to say. — ^We will give you sleepy 
drinks, that your senses, wiintelligent of our insuffi- 
cience, may, though they cannot praise us, as little 
accuse us. 

Cam. You pay a great deal too dear for what *8 given 
freely. 

Arch. Believe me, I speak as my understa^nding in- 
structs me, and as mine honesty puts it to utterance. 

Cam. Sicilia cannot show himself over-kind to Bo- 
hemia. They were brained together in their childhoods j 



d by Google 



10 A WINTER'S TALE. - [Act I. 

and there rooted betvrixt them then such an alTection 
which cannot choose but branch now. Since their more 
mature dignities, and royal necessities, made separation 
of their society, their encounters, though not personal, 
have been royally attomeyed, with interchange of gift^ 
letters, loving embassies ', that they have seemed to b« 
together, though absent; shook hands, as over a vast;^ 
and embraced, as it were, from the ends of opposed 
winds. The Heavens continue their loves! ' 

Arch. I think there is not in tlie world either malice 
or matter to alter it. You have an unspeakable com- 
fort of your yoimg prince Mamillius ; it is a gentleman 
of the greatest promise that ever came into my note. 

Cam* I very well agree witli you in the hopes of 
liim : It is a gallant child ; one that, indeed, physics 
the subject, makes old hearts fresh ; they that went oi^ 
crutches ere he was bom, desire yet their life to see him 
a man. 

Arch, Would they else be content to die ? 

Cam. Yes ; if there were no other excuse why they 
should desire to live. 

Arch. If the king had no son they would desire ttt 
live on crutches till he had one. [^Exeunt 

SCENE U.—The same, d Room of State in the 
Palace, 

Enter Leontes, Polixbnes, Hekuionb, MAiiiLLius^ 
Camillo, and Attendants. 

Pol. Nine changes of the wat*ry star have been 
The shepherd's note, since we have left our throno 
Without a burthen : time as long again ] 

Would be fiird up, my brother, with our thanks i 
And yet we should, for perpetuity, 
Go hence in debt : And therefore, like a cipher 
Yet standing in rich place, I multiply, 

* Vast probably has the meaning of great spaue. 
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Scene II.] A WINTER'S TALE. H 

With ODe we-thank-you, many thousands more 
That go before it. 

Leon, Stay yoiir thanks awhile; 

And pay them when you part. 

Pol. ^ Sir, that 's to-morrow. 

I am question'd by my fears, of what may chance, 
Or br^ upon our absence : That may blow 
No sneaping winds at home, to make us say, 
** This is put forth too truly !'' » Besides, I have stayM 
To tire your royalty. 

Leon. We are tougher, brother, 

*nian you can put us to 't. 

Pol. " No longer stay. 

Leon. One seven-night longer. 

Pot, Very sooth, to-morrow. 

Leon. We 11 part the time between 's then : and in that 
111 no gainsaying. 

Pol. Press me not, 'beseech you, so ; 

There is no tongue that moves, none, none i' the world, 
So soon as yours, could win me : so it should now, 
Were there necessity in your request, although 
*r were needful I denied it. My affairs 
i)o even drag me homeward : which to hinder 
Wfere, in your love, a whip to me ; my stay. 
To you a charge and trouble : to save botli, 
Farewell, our brother. 

Leon. Tongue-tied, pur queen 1 speak you. 

^ ffer. I had thought, sir, to have held my peace, until 
Vou had drawn oaths from him, not to stay. You, sir, 
Charge him too coldly : Tell him, you are sure 
All in Bohemia 's well : this satisfaction 
The by-gone day proclaim'd ; say this to him, 
He 's beat from his best ward. 

Leon. Well said, Hermioiie. 

* The construction of this passage is somewhat involved ; but 
the meaning is, O that no t:neapiug (ruffling) winds ut home 
may blow, to make us say my presages were too tnie. 
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12 A WINTER'S TALE. [Act L 

Her. To tell he longg to see his son, were strong : 
But let him say so then, and let him go ; 
But let him swear so, aiid he shall not stay, 
We '11 thwack him hence with distaffs. — 
Yet of your royal presence [to Polix.] 1 11 adventure 
The borrow of a week. When at Bohemia 
You take my lord, 1 11 give him my commission, 
To let* him there a month, behind the gest^ 
Prefix'd for 's parting : yet, good deed,* Leontes, 
I love thee not a jar o' the clock* behind 
What lady she her lord. — You '11 stay? 

Pol. No, madam. 

Her. Nay, but you will ? 

Pol. I may not, verily. 

Her. Verily ! 
You put me off with limber vows : But I, 
Though you would seek to unsphere the stars with oaths, 
Should yet say, "Sir, no going." Verily, 
You shall not go ; a lady's verily is 
As potent as a lord's. Will you go yett 
Force me to keep you as a prisoner. 
Not like a guest ; so you shall pay your fees, 
When you depart, and save your thanks. How say you t 
My prisoner? or my guest? by your dread verily, 
One of them you shall be. 

Pol. Your guest tiien, tnadam : 

To be your prisoner should import offending; 
Which is for me less easy to commit, 
Than you to pimish. 

Her. Not your gaoler then. 

But your kind hostess. Come, 1 11 question you 

* To let is to hinder; and it is probably hero used as a 
reflective verb— to stay himself. 

b Oeit is litei-ally a lodging ; and the houses or towns where 
a prince had assigned to stop in his progress, and of which a 
list was prepared with dates, were so railed. 

* Oood deed — indeed. 

* Jar 0* the clock— the ticking of the pendulum. 
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BcBimlXO A WINTER'S TALE. 18 

Of my lord's tricks, and yours, when you were boys; 
You were pretty lordings then. 

Pol. We were, fair queen, 

Two lads, that tliought there was no more behind 
But such a day^to-morrow as to-day, 
And to be boy eternal. 

Her, Was not my lord the verier wag o' the two ? 

Pol. We were as twinn'd lambs, that did fiisk i' the 
sun. 
And bleat the one at the other : What we changM 
Was innocence for innocence; we knew not 
The doctrine of ill-doing, nor dream'd 
That any did : Had we pursued that life. 
And our weak spirits ne'er been higher rear'd 
With stronger blood, we should have answer'd Heaven 
Boldly, " Not guilty ;" the imposition cleared, 
Hereditary ours. 

Her. By this we gather. 

You have tripp'd since. 

Pol. O my most sacred lady. 

Temptations have since tiien been bom to us : for 
In those unfledg'd days was my wife a girl ; 
Your precious self had then not crossed the eyes 
Of my young playfellow. 

Her, Grace to boot ! 

Of this make no conclusion ; lest you say 
Your queen and I are devils : Yet, go on 
The offences we have made you do we 11 answer j 
If you first sinn'd with us, and that with us 
You did continue fault, and that you slipp'd not 
With any but with us. 

Leon, Is he won yet^ 

Her, He '11 stay, my lord. 

Leon, At my request, he would not. 

Hennione, my dearest, thou never spok'st 
To better purpose. 

Her, Never? 
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A WINTER'S TALE. 



[Act 1. 



Leon, Nevei, but once. 

Her. WliatI have I twice said well? when was *t 
before I 
I prithee, tell me : Cram us with prai^, and make us 
As fat as tame things : One good deed dying tongueless 
Slaughters a thousand, waiting upon that. 
Our praises are our wages : You may ride us, 
With one soft kiss, a thousand furlongs, ere 
With spur we heat an acre. But to the goal ; — 
My last good deed was to entreat his stay ; 
What was my first! it has an elder sister, 
Or I mistake you : O, would her name were Grace! 
But once before I spoke to the purpose : When t 
Nay, let me have 't; I long. 

Leon, Why, that was when 

Three crabbed months had sour'd themselves to death 
Ere I could make thee open thy white hand, 
And clap thyself my love j then didst thou utter, 
" I am yours for ever." 

Her. It is Grace, indeed. — 

Why, lo you now, I have spoke to the purpose twice > 
The one for ever eartl'd a royal husband ; 
Tlie other, for some while a friend. 

[Giving Tier liand to Pol. 

Leon. Too hot, too hot : [Aside. 

To mingle friendship far, is mingling bloods. 
I have tremor cot^dis on me : — my heart dances ; 
But not for joy, — not joy. — ^This entertainment 
May a free face put on ; derive a liberty 
From heartiness, from bounty, fertile bosom, 
And well become the agent: it may, I grant : 
But to be paddling palms, and pinching fingers, 
As now they are ; and making practised smiles. 
As in a looking-glass; — and then to sigh, as 't were 
The mort o' the deer ; * O, that is entertainment 

■ The mort o' the deer— the prolonged note of the hunter's 
horn at the death of Ihe deer. 
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BosiTK n.] . A WINTER'S TALE. 13 

My bosom likes not, nor my brows. — Mamillius, 
Art thou my boy ? 

Mam. • Ay, my good lord. 

Leon. I' fecks I 

Why, that 's my bawcock. What, hast smutch'd thy 

nose? — 
They <ay it 's a copy out of mine. Come, captain, 
We must be neat ; not neat, but cleanly, captain : 
And yet tlie steer, the heifer, and the calf^ 
Are all call'd neat. — Still virginalling * 

\_Observinff Poi,. and Hsn, 
Upon his palm? — How now, you wanton calf f 
Art tliou my calf? 

Mam. Yes, if you will, my Ibrd. 

Leon, Thou want'st a rough pashj^and the shoots 
that I have. 
To be full like me : ° — yet, they say we are 
Almost as like as eggs ; women say so, 
That will say anything : But were they false 
As o'er-died blacks,*^ as wind, as waters ; false 
As dice are to be wish'd, by one that fixes 
No bourn 'twixt his and mme ; yet were it true 
To say this boy were like me. — Come, sir page, 
Look on me with your welkin eye:® Sweet villain! 
Most dcar'st! my coUop ! — Can thy dam ? — ^may 't be? 
Affection I thy intention * stabs the centre : 
Thou dost make possible things not so held, 

• Firjjrina Win^— playing with the fingers, oa on a virginal— a 
rectangular spinet. 

>> Pash, III the midland counties the tuft of hair between thn 
horns of a bull U called the pash. The correct application of 
the local word is evident when we obser\'c that Leontes has 
jiwtsaid, *' Art thou my cai/f" 

• Full like ««— quite like me. 

* O'er-died blacks — cloths died black a second time, or 
cloths originally ot another colour died black ; and so, false, 
becaase- impaired m quality. 

* fVelkin eye — blue eye. 

' Affection is imagination ; intention^ eagerness of attemiou. 
VOL. T7, B 
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16 A WINTER'S TALE. , [Act L 

CJommimicat'st with dreams ;— {How can this be?)— 

With what 's unreal tliou coactive art. 

And fellow'st nothing : Then, 't is very credent,* 

Thou mayst co-join with something ; and thou dost f 

(And that beyond commission ; and I find it,} 

And that to the infection of my brains, 

And hardening of my brows. 

Pol. What means Siciliaf 

H&r, He something seems unsettled. 

Pol. How! my lord! 

Leon. What cheer ? how is 't with you, best brother f 

Her. You look 

As if you held a brow of much distraction : 
Are you mov^d, my lord? 

Leon. No, in good earnest — 

How sometimes nature will betray its folly, 
Its tenderness and make itself a pastime 
To harder bosoms! Looking on the lines 
.Of my boy's face, my thoughts I did recoil 
Twenty-three years ; and saw myself unbreech'd, 
In my green velvet coat ; my dagger muzsled^ 
Lest it should bite its master, and so prove. 
As ornaments oft do, too dangerous. 
How like, methought, I then was to this kem^ 
This quash, this gentleman : — Mine honest friend. 
Will you take eggs for money ? ^ 

Mam. No, my lord, I '11 light. 

Leon* You will? why, happy man be his dolel«— 
my brother. 
Are you so fond of your young princ^ as we 
Do seem to be of ours 'f 

Pol. If at home, sir, 

* Credent— cxeAible. 

* A proverbial expression ; meaning, will you submit to 
injustice ?— will you truckle ? 

o A proverbial expression ; meaninjf, may his lot (dole) be 
happy. 
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ficBNB II.] A WINTER'S TALK. 17 

He 'g all my exercise, my mirth, my matter ! 
Now my sworn friend, and then mine enemy ; 
My parasite, my soldier, statesman, all : 
He makes a July^s day short as December ; 
And, with his varying childness, cores in me 
Thoughts that would thick my blood. 

Leon. So stands this Squire 

OflSc*d with me : We two will walk, my lord. 
And leave you to your graver steps. — Hermione;, 
How thou lov^st us, show in our brother*s welcome ; 
Let what is dear in Sicily be cheap : 
Next to thyself, and my young rover, he *8 
Apparent to my heart.* 

Her. If you would seek us. 

We are yours i' the garden ; Shall 's attend you there ? 

Leon. To your own bents dispose you : you '11 be 
found. 
Be you beneath the sky : — I am angling now, 
Though you perceive me not how I give line. 
Go to, go to ! [Aside. Obsennnff Pol. and Heru. 
How she holds up the neb, the bill to him ! 
And arms her with the boldness of a wife 
To her allowing husband ! Grone already ; 
. Inch-thick, knee-deep, o'er head and ears a fork'd one. 
[Exeunt Pol., Heru., and Attendants. 
Ch, play, boy, play ; — thy mother plays, and I 
Play too ; but so disgraced a part, whose issue 
Will hiss me to my grave ; contempt and clamour 
Will be my knell.— Go, play, boy, play ; — There have 

been, 
Or I am much deceived, cuckolds ere now ; 
And many a man there is, even at this present. 
Now, while I speak this, holds his wife by the arm, 
Tliat little thinKs she has been sluic'd in his absence, 
And his pond fish'd by his next neighbour, by 
Sir. Smiley his neighbour : nay, there "s comfort in % 
• Apparent to my /i«of f— next to my heart. 
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Wliiles other men have gatea, and those gates openM, 

As mhie, against their will : Should all despair 

That haye revolted wives, the tenth of ipankmd 

Would hang themselves. Physic for 't there *s ncme ; 

It is a bawdy planet, that will strike 

Where 't is predominant ; and 't is powerful, think it, 

From e^st, west, north, and south : Be it concluded. 

No barricado for a belly ; know it ; 

It will let in and out the enemy, 

With bag and baggage : many thousand of us 

Have the disease, and feel 't not. — How now^ boy ? 

Mam. I am like you, they say. 

Leon. Why, that 's some comfort.— 

What! Camillo, tliere? 

Cam. Ay, my good lord. 

Leoit. Go play, Mamillius ; thou Vt an honest man.^- 

[Exit Mauilucs. 
Gamillo, this great sir will yet stay longer. 

Cam. You had much ado to make his anchor hoM : 
Wben you cast out, it still came home. 

Leon. Didst note it 9 

Cam. He would not stay at your petitions ; made 
His business more material. 

Leon. Didst perceive it ? — 

They 're here witli me already ; whispering, rounding^ 
< Sicilia is a — so-forth :" 'T is far gone. 
When I shall gust it last. — How came 't, Camillo? 
That he did stay? 

Cam. At the good queens entreaty. 

Leoti. At tlie queen's, be 't : good, should he perti- 
nent: 
But so it is, it is not. Was this taken 
By any understanding pate but thine? 
For thy conceit is soakmg, will draw in 
More than the common blocks : — Not noted, is '1^ 
But of the finer natures ? by some severals 
* Bawuiinff-~ie\liag tecteWy. 
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Of head-piece extraordinary f lower messes 
Perchance are to this busings purblind f say. 

Cam. Business, my lord ? I think most understand 
Bohemia stays here longer. . 

Leon, Ah! 

Cam. Stays here longer. 

Leon, Ay, but why f 

Cam. To satisfy your highness, and the entreaties 
Of our most gracious mistress. 

Leon. Satisfy 

The entreaties of your mistress ? satisfy ? — 

Let that suffice. I have trusted thee, Gamillo, 
Witii a^l the nearest things to my heart, as well 
My chamber-councils : wherein, priest-like, thou 
Hast cleans'd my bosom j I from thee departed 
Thy penitent reform'd : but we have been 
Deceived in thy integrity, deceiv'd 
In that whicli seems so. 

Cam., Be it forbid, my lord ! 

Leon. To bide upon 't ; — ^Thou art not honest ; or, 
If thoa inclin^st that way, thou art a coward ; 
Which boxes ^ honesty behind, restraining 
From course required : Or else thou must be counted 
A servant grafted in my serious trust, 
And therein negligent : or else a fool, 
That seest a game play'd home, the rich stake dTa^vn 
And tak'st it all for jest. 

Cam. My gracious lord, 

I may be negligent, foolish, and fearful ; 
In every one of these no man is free, 
But that his negligence, his' folly, fear. 
Among the infinite doings of the world. 
Sometimes puts forth : in your affairs, my lord. 
If ever I were wil^l-negligent. 
It wa» my folly ; if industriously 
I play'd the fiwl, it was my negligence, 

* Hoxet. To hM is to hamstring— to hough. 
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Not weighing well the end ; if ever fearful 
To do a thing, where I the issue doubted, 
Whereof the execution did cry out 
Against the non-performaace^ 't was a fear 
Which oft infects the wisest : these, my lord, 
Are such allowed infirmities, that honesty 
Is never free of. But, 'beseech your grace, 
Be plainer with me : let me know my trespass 
By its own visage : if I then deny il^ 
T is none of mine. 

Leon. Have ngt you seen, Gamillo, 

(But that "s past doubt — ^you have ; or your eye-glass 
is thicker than a cuckold's horn,) or heard 
(For, to a vision so apparent, rumour 
Cannot be mute,) or thought, (for cogitation 
Resides not in that man &t does not think,) 
My wife is slippery ¥ If thou wilt confess^ 
(Or else be impudently negative, 
To have nor eyes, nor ears, nor thought,) then say, 
My wife 's a hobbyhorse ; deserves a name 
As rank as any flax-wench, that puts to 
Before her troth-plight : say it, and justify it 

Cam. I would not be a stander-by, to hear 
My sovereign mistress clouded so, without 
My present vengeance taken : 'Shrew my heart. 
You never spoke what did become you less 
Than'this ; which to reiterate, were sin 
As deep as that, though true. 

Leon. Is whispering nothing ? 

Is leaning cheek to cheek f is meeting noses i 
Kissing with inside lip? stopping the career 
Of laughter with a sigh 9 (a note infallible 
Of breaking honesty :) horsing foot on foot f 
Skulking in comers ¥ wishing clocks more swift ¥ 
Hours, minutes? noon, midnight? and all eyes 
Blind with the pin and web, but theirs, theirs only. 
That would unseen be wicked f is this nothing ? 
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Why, then the world, and all that *8 in % is nothing; 
The covering sky is nothing ; Bohemia nothing ; 
My wife is nothing; nor nothing have these nothingi^ 
If this be nothing. 

Cam, Qood my lord, be cur*d 

Of this diseased opinion, and betimes ; 
For 't is most dangerous. 

Leon. Say, it be ; 't is true. 

Cam, No, no, my lord. 

Leon. It is ; you lie, you lie : 

I say, thou liest, Camillo, and I hate thee; 
Pronounce thee a gross lout, a mindless slave | 
Or else a hovering temporizer, that 
Canst with thine eyes at once see good and evil. 
Inclining to them both : Were my wife's liver 
Infected as her life, she would not live 
The running of one glass. 

Cam, Who does infect her * 

Leon. Why, he that wears her like her medal, hanging 
About his neck, Bohemia : Who — if I 
Had servants true about me, that bare eyes 
To see alike mine honour as their profits, 
Their own particular thrifts, — they would do that 
Which should undo more doing : Ay, and thou, 
His cupbearer, — whom I from meaner form 
Have bench'd and reared to worship ; who may*st see 
Plainly, as heaven sees earth, and earth sees heaven. 
How I am galled, — mightst bespice a cuj^ 
To give mine enemy a lasting wink ; 
Which draught to me were cordial. 

Cam. Sir, my lord, 

I could do this ; and that with no rash potion. 
But with a lingering dram, that should not woik 
Maliciously like poison : But I cannot 
Believe this crack to be in my dread mistress, 
So sovereignly being honourable. 
I have lov'd thee, 
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Leon. Make tliat thy question, and go rot!* 

Dost think I am so muddy, so unsettled, 
To appoint myself in this vexation ? sully 
The purity and whiteness of my sheets, 
Which to preserve is sleep ; which being spotted. 
Is goads, thorns, nettles, tails of wasps ? 
Give scandal to the blood o' tlie prince my son, 
Who I do think is mine, and love as mine ; 
Without ripe moving to 't ? — ^Would I do this 1 
Gould man so blench? 

Cam. I must believe you, sir ; 

I do ; 'and will fetch off Bohemia for 't : 
Provided, that when he *s remov'd, your highness 
Will take again your queen, as yours at first ; 
Even for your son's sake ; and, thereby, for sealing 
The injury of tongues, in courts and kingdoms 
Known and allied to yours. 

Leon. Thou dost advise me, 

Even so as I mine own course have set down : 
I '11 give no blemish to her honour, none. 

Cam. My lord, 
Go then ; and with a countenance as clear 
As friendship wears at feasts; keep with Bohemia, 
And with your queen : I am his cupbearer ; 
If from me he have wholesome beverage, 
Account me not your servant. 

Leon. This is all : 

Do 't, and thou hast the one half of my heart ; 
Do 't not, thou splitt'st thine own. 

Cam. I '11 do 't, my Iwd. 

Leon. I will seem friendly, as fhou hast advis'd me. 

[Exit, 

Cam. O miserable lady !— But, for me, 
W^hat case stand I in? I must be the poisoner 

■ Disregarding Camillo's " I Iwive lov*d thee," Leoutes ii 
enraged at his making a question of the alleged dishonour of 
bis '* dread mistress." 
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Of good Polixenes : and my ground to do 't 
Is &e obedience to a master ; one, 
Who, in rebellion with himself, will have 
All that are his so too. — ^To do this deed. 
Promotion follows : If I could find example 
Of thousands that had struck anointed kings 
And flomish'd after, I 'd not do 't : but since 
Nor brass, nor stone, nor parchment, bears not one, 
Let villainy itself forswear *t. I must 
Forsake the court : to do 't, or no, b certain 
To me a break-neck. Happy star, reign now ! 
Here comes Bohemia. 

Enter Poliicenbs. 

Pol. This is strange ! methinks, 

My favour here begins to warp. Not speak t^— 
Good day, Camillo. - 

Cam. Hail, most royal sir ! 

Pol, What is the news i' the court? ^ 

Cam. None rare, my lord* 

Pol. The king hath on him such a* countenance 
As he had lost some province, and a r^ion 
Lov'd as he loves himself : even now I met him 
With customary compliment ; when he. 
Wafting his eyes to the contrary, and falling 
A lip of much contempt, speeds from me ; and 
So leaves me, to consider what is breeding 
That changes thus his numners. 

Cam* I dare not know, my lord. 

Pol. How! dare not? do not? Do you know, and 
dare not 
Be intelligent to me. 'T is thereabouts ; 
For, to yoiurself, what you do know you must ; 
And cannot say, you dare not. Grood Camillo, 
Your changed complexions are to me a mirror. 
Which shows me mine changed too : for I must be 
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A party in this alteration, finding 
Myself thus altered with it. 

Cam, There is a sickness 

Which puts some of us in distem|)er ; but 
I cannot name the disease ; and it is caught 
Of you that yet are well. 

Toh How caught of me? 

Make me not sighted like the basilisk : 
I hare look'd on thousands who have sped the better 
By my regard, but kilFd none so. Camillo-^ 
As you are certainly a gentleman ; thereto 
Clerk-like, experienced, which no less adomfi 
Our gentry, than our parents' noble names. 
In whose success ^ we are gentle, — I beseech you, 
If you know aught which does behove my knowledge 
Thereof to be inform'd, imprison it not 
In ignorant concealment. 

Cam, I may not answer. 

PoU A sickness caught of me, and yet I well ! 
I musl^ be answered. — ^Dost thou hear, Gamillo ? 
I conjure thee, by all the parts of man 
Which honour does acknowledge, — ^whereof the least 
Is not this suit of mine, — that thou declare 
What incidency thou dost guess of harm 
Is creeping toward me ; how far off, how near ; 
Which way to be prevented, if to be ; 
If not, how best to bear it. 

Cam. Sir, I will tell you ; 

Since I am chai^'d in honour, and by him 
That I think honourable : Therefore, mark my counsel; 
Which must be even as swiftly followed as 
I mean to utter it ; or both yourself and me 
Cry " lost," and so good night 

Pol. On, good Camillo. 

Cam, I am appointed him to murther you. 

^ Success — succession* 
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Pol, By whom, Camillo I 

Cam. By the king. , ' 

Pol. For what » 

Cam. He thinks, nay, with all confidence, he sweam, 
As he had seen *t or been an instrument 
To vice you to \ — ^that you have touch'd his queen 
Forbiddenly. 

Pol. O, then my best blood turn 

To an infected jelly ; and my name 
Be yok'd with his that did betray the Best!* 
Turn then my freshest reputation to 
A savour that may strike the dullest nostril 
Where I arrive ; and my approach be shunned, 
Nay, hated too, worse than the greatest infection 
That e'er was h^rd, or read! 

Cam. Swear his thought over ^ 

By each particular star in heaven, and 
By all their influences', you may as well 
Forbid the sea for to obey the moon. 
As, or by oath, remove, or counsel, shake ' 
The fabric of his iblly ; whose foundation 
Is pil'd upon his faith, and will continue 
The standing of his body. 

Pol. How should this grow? 

Cam. I know not : but, I am sure, 't is safer to 
Avoid what 's grown than question how 't is bom. 
If therefore you dare trust my honesty, — 
That lies enclosed in this trunk, which you 
Shall bear along impawned, — away to-night. 
Your followers I will whisper to the business : 
And will, by twos and threes, at several posterns, 
Clear them o' the city : For myself, 1 11 put 
My fortunes to your service, which are here 

* We print Best with a capital as in the folio. The allusion 
is to Judas. The sentence against excommunicated persons 
contains a clause that they should have part with that betrayer. 

•» Over-swear his thought. 
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By this discovery lost. Be not uncertain ; 

For, by the honour of my parents, I 

Have utter'd truth : which, if you seek to prove, 

I dare not stand by ; nor shall you be safer 

Than one condemned by the king's own mouth, thereon 

His execution sworn. 

Pol, I do believe tliee ; 

I saw his heart in his face. Give me thy hand ; 
Be pilot to me, and thy places* shall 
Still neighbour mine : My ships are ready, and 
My people did eacpect my hence departure 
Two days ago. — This jealousy 
Is for a precious creature : as she *s rare, 
Must it be great ; and, as his person *8 mighty, 
Mupt it be violent : and as he does conceive 
He is dishonoured by a man which ever 
Professed to him, why, his revenges must 
In that be made more bitter. Fear o'ershades me : 
Good expedition be my friend, and comfort 
The gracious queen, part of his theme^ but nothing 
Of his ill-ta'en suspicion ! CJome, Gamillo ; 
I will respect thee as a father, if 
Thou bear st my life oflf hence : Let us avoid. 

Cam. It is Jn mine authority to command 
The keys of all the posterns : Please your highness 
To take the urgent hour : come, sir, away. [Exeunt. 
" Places— honoxaa^ 
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SCENE I.— Sicilia. The Palace. 
Enter Hbrhxone, Mahillius^ and Ladies. 

Her. Take the boy to you : he so troubled me 
T is past enduring. 

1 Lady. Come, my gracious lord, 

Shall I be your playfellow ? 

Mam. No, I '11 none of you. 

1 Lady. Why, my sweet lord ? 

Mam. You '11 kiss me hard ; and speak to me as if 
1 were a baby still. — I love you better. 

2 Lady. And why so, my lord ? 

Mam. Not for because 

Your brows are blacker ; yet black brows, tiicy say, 
Become some women best ; so that there be not 
Too much hair there, but in a semicircle. 
Or a half-moon made with a pen. 

2 Lady. Who taught you this ? 

Mam. I leam'd it out of women's faces : pray now 
What colour are your eyebrows ? 

1 Lady. ^ Blue, my lord. 
Mam. Nay, 'that 's a mock : I liave seen a lady's 

nose 
That has been blue, but not her eyebrows. 

2 Lady. Hark ye : 
The queen, your mother, rounds apace : we shall 
Present our services to a fine new prince, 

One of these days ; and then you 'd wanton with us, 
If we would have you. 

1 Lady. She is spread of late 

Into a goodly balk : Good time encomiter her! 
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Her, What wisdom stirs amongst you f Come, sir, 
now 
I am for you again : Pray you, sit by us, 
And tell 's a tale. 

Mam, Merry, or sad, shall 't be? 

flier. As merry as you will. 

Mam, A sad tale 's best for winter : 

I have one of sprites and goblins. 

Her. Let ^s have that, good sir. 

Come on, sit down : — Come on, and do your best 
To fright me with your sprites : you 're powerful at it. 

Mam, There was a man, — 

Her. Nay, come, sit down ; then on. 

Mam. Dwelt by a churchyard ; — I will tell it softly; 
Yon crickets shall not hear it 

Her. Come on then, 

And give *t me in mine ear. 

Enter Lbontes, Amtiqonus, Lords, and others. 

Leon. Was he met there ? his train 1 Camillo with 
him? 

1 Lord. Behind the tuft of pines I met them; never 
Saw I men scour so on their way : I ey*d them 
Even to their ships. 

Leon. How blessed am I 

In my just censure ! — in my true opinion ! — 
Alack, for lesser knowledge ! — How accurs'd 
In being so bless'd ! — There may be in the cup 
A spider steep'd," and one may drink ; depart. 
And yet partake no venom ; for his knowledge 
Is not infected : but if one present 
The abhorr'd ingredient to his eye, make known 
How he hath drunk, he cracks his gorge, his sides, 
With violent hefts :^ — I have dJunk, and seen the 
spider. 

^ There xran a popular notion that spiders were poisonous. 
•» HeJU — heavings. 
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Gamillo was his help in this, his pander :'— 
There is a plot against my life, my crown ; 
All ^s tiue ihat is mistrusted : — ^that false villain, 
Whom I employed, was pre-employ'd by him : 
He has discovered my design, and I 
Remain a pinch'd tiling ;* yea, a very trick 
For them to play at will : — ^How came the posterns 
So easily open? 

1 Lord* By his great authority ; 

Wliich often hath no less prevailed than so. 
On your command. 

Leon. I know 't too well. — 

Give me the boy ; I am glad you did not nurse him : 
Though he does bear some signs of me, yet you 
Have too nauch blood in him. 

Her, What is this? sport? 

Leon. Bear the boy hence, he shall not come about her; 
Away with him : — ^and let her sport herself 
With that she 's big with ; for *t is Polixenes 
Has made thee swell thus. 

Her. But I 'd say, he had not, 

And, I 11 be sworn, you would believe my saying, 
Howe'er you lean to the nayward. 

Leon, You, my lords. 

Look on her, mark her well ; be but about 
To say " sheas a goodly lady," and 
The justice of your hearts will thereto add, 
'' 'T is pity she ^s not honest, honourable :" 
Praise her but for this her without-door form, 
(Which, on my faith, deserves high speech,) and straight 
The shrug, the hum, or ha ; these petty brands 
That calumny doth use :— O, I am ouf^ 
That mercy doe»; for calumny will sear 
Virtue itself: these shrugs, these hums, and ha's, 

* Pinck*d may convey the meaning of one made petty and 
contemptible, shrunk up, pinched, aa we ny, by poverty or 
hunger. 
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When you have said she 's goodly, come between. 
Ere you can say she 's honest : But be *t known, 
From him that has most cause to grieve it should be. 
She 's an adultress. 

Her. Should a villain say so, 

The most replenish'd villain in the world, 
lie were as much more villam : you, my lord, 
Do but mistake. 

Leon. You have mistook, my lady, 

Polixenes for Leontes : O thou thing. 
Which I *11 not call a creature of thy place. 
Lest barbarism, making me the precedent. 
Should a like language use to all degrees, 
And mannerly distinguishment leave out 
Betwixt the prince and beggar! — I have said. 
She 's an adultress ; I have said, with whom : 
More, she 's a traitor ; and Camillo is 
A federary °- with her ; and one that knows 
What she should shame to know herself. 
But witli her most vile principal, that she ''a 
A bednswerver, even as bad as those 
That vulgaDs give bold'st titles ; ay, and privy 
To this their late escajxj. 

Her. No, by my life, 

Privy to none of this : How will this grieve you 
When you shall come to clearer knowledge, that 
You thus have publish' d me 1 Grentle my lord, 
You scarce can right me throughly then, to say 
You did mistake. 

Leon. No ; if I mistake 

In those foundations which I build upon. 
The centre is not big enough to bear 
A schoolboy's top. — Away with her to prison : 
He who shall speak for her is afar off^ g^^ilty, 
But that he speaks. 

■ Federary — confeilorate ; the same as feodary. 
^ 4/<^*' ?^— in a remote degree. 
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Her. There 's some ill planet reigna : 

I must be patient, till tlie heavens look 
With an aspect more favourable. — Good my lordsy 
I am not prone to weeping, as our sex 
Commonly are ; the want of which vain dew, 
Perchance, shall dry your pities : but I have 
That honourable grief lodg'd here, which bums 
Worse than tears drown : 'Beseech you all, my lords. 
With thoughts so qualified as your charities 
Shall best instruct you, measuie me : — ^and so 
Tlie king's will be perform'd ! 

Leon^ Shall I be lieard? [To the Guards. 

Her, Who is 't tiiat goes with me ? — 'Beseech your 
• highness, * 
My women may be with me ; for, you see, 
My plight requires it. Do not weep, good fools ; 
There is no cause : when you shall know yom* mistress 
Has deserv'd prison, then abound in tears. 
As I cdme out : this action I now go on 
Is for my better grace. — Adieu, my lord ; 
I never wish'd to see you sony ; now, 
I tjust, I shall. — My women, come ; you have leave. 

Leon, Go, do our bidding ; hence. 

[^Exeunt Queen and Ladies, 

I Lo7*d. 'Beseech your highness, call the queen agmn. 

Ant. Be certain wliat you do, sir ; lest your justice 
Prove violence : in the which three great ones sufl'er, 
Yourself^ your queen, your son. 

I Lord, For her, my lord, 

I dare my life lay down, and will do 't, sir. 
Please you t' accept it, that the queen is spotless 
1' the eyes of Heaven, and to you ; I mean, 
In this which you accuse her. 

Ant, If it prove 

She 's otherwise, I '11 fc^ep my stables where 
I lodge my wife ; I '11 go in couples with her ; 
Than when I feel and see her, no further trust her ; 

VOL. IV. c 
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For every inch of woman in the world, 
Ay, every dram of wonian^s flesh, is false, 
If she be. 

Leon. Hold your peaces. 

1 Lord, Good my lord, — 

Ant, It is for you we speak, not for ourselves : 
You are abus'd, and by some putteiK>n, 
That will be damn*d for 't ; 'would I knew the villain, 
I would land-damn • him : Be she honour-flaw*d — 
I have three daughters ; the eldest is eleven ; 
The second, and the third, nine, and some five;^ 
If this prove true, they ^11 pay for *t : by mine honour, 
I '11 geld them all : fourteen they shall not see, 
To bring false generations : they are co-heirs ; • 
And I had rather glib myself than they 
Should not produce fair issue. 

Leon. Cease ; no more. 

You smell this business with a sense as cold 
As is a dead man's nose : but I do see \ and fktX % 
As you feel doing thus ; and see ^vithal 
The instruments that feel.'' 

Ant. If it be so, 

We need no grave to bury honesty ; 
There 's not a grain of it, the face to sweeten* 
Of the whole dungy earth. 

Leon. What ! lack I credit t 

1 Lord. I had rather you did lack than I, my lord, 
Upon this ground : and more it would content me 
To have her honour true, than your suspicion ; 
Be blamM for 't how you might. 

JLeon. Why, what need we 

*■ Land- damn. We are unable to explain this. Fanner's 
conjecture, that it meant laudanum Atm — poison him with 
laudanum — is, we suppose, intended for a joke. 

i> The word nine refers to the second, and wme Jkfe to fhs 
third. 

« Some action must accompany this passage, as that of 
Leontes seizing hold of the arm of Antigonus. 
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Commune witii you of this? but rather follow 
Our forceful instigation 1 Our prerogative 
Galls not your counsels ; but our natural goodness 
Imparts this : which — ^if you (or stupified. 
Or seeming so in skill) cannot, or will not, 
Relish a truth like us ; inform yourselves, 
We need no more of your advice ; the matter. 
The loss, the gain, the ordering on % is all 
Properly ours. 

Ant. , And I wish, my liege, 

Tou had only in your silent judgment tried it. 
Without more overture. 

Leon. " How could that be 1 

Either thou art most ignorant by age, 
Or thou wert bom a fool. Camillo's flighl^ 
Added to their familiarity 
(Which was as gross as ever touched conjecture. 
That lack'd sight only, nought for approbation,* 
But only seeing,^ all other circumstances 
Made up to the deed), doth push on this proceeding. 
Yet, for a greater confirmation 
(For, in an act of this importance, ^t were 
Most piteous to be wild), I have despatched in post. 
To sacred Delphos, to ApoUo^s temple, 
Cleomenes and Dion, wm>m you know 
Of stuff 'd sufficiency : Now, from the oracle 
They will bring all ; whose spiritual counsel had 
Shall stop, or spur me. Have I done well ? 

1 Lora. Well done, my lord. 

Leon. Though I am satisfied, and need no more 
Than what I know, yet shall the oracle 
Give rest to the minds of others ; such as he 
Whose ignorant credulity will not 
Gome up to the truth : So have we tiiought it good, 
From our free person she should be confin'd ; 
Lest that the treachery of the two, fied henc^ 

* Approbation— jftoot. •» Seeing— aaed as a noua. 
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Be left her to perform. Come, follow us ; 
We are to speak iii public ; for this business 
Will raise us all. 

A7it [Aside,] To laughter, aa I take it, 
If the good truth were known. [Exeunt, 

SCENE 11.— The same. The <nUer Room of a Prison. 

Enter Paulina and Attendants. 

Paid. The keeper of the prison,— call to him ; 

[Exit an Attendant. 
Let him have knowledge who I am. — GJood lady I 
No court in Europe is too good for thee, 
"What dost thou then in prison? — Now, good sir, 

Re-enter Attendant, toith the Keeper. 

You know me, do you not % 

Keep. For a worthy lady, 

And one whom much I honour. 

Paul. Pray you then, 

Conduct me to the queen. 

Keep. I may not, madam ; to the contrary 
I have express commandment. 

Paul. * Here 's ado, 

To lock up honesty and honour from 
The access of gentle visitors !— Is 't lawful, pray yon, 
To see her women ? any of them ? Emilia ? 

Keep. So please you, madam. 
To put apart these your attendants, I 
Shall bring Emilia forth. 

Paul. 1 pray now, call her. 

Withdraw yourselves. [Exeunt Atteodanta. 

Keep. And, madam, 

I must be present at your conference. 

Paul. Well, be it so, prithee. [Exit Keeper. 

Here 's such ado to make no stain a stain, 
As passes colouring. 
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Re-enter Keeper, with Emilia. 

Dear gentlewotnan, 
How fares our gracious lady ? 

Emil. As well as one so great, and so forlorn. 
May bold together : on her frights, and griefs^ 
(Which never tender lady hatli borne greater,) 
She is, sometliing before her time, delivered. 

Paul, Aboy« 

Emil. A daughter ; and a goodly babe. 

Lusty, and like to live : the queen receives 
Much comfort in 't : says, " My poor prisoner, 
I am innocent as you." 

Paul. I dare be sworn : — 

These dangerous unsafe-lunes i' the king ! beshrew them ! 
He must be told on 't, and he shall : the office 
Becomes a woman best ; 1 11 take *t upon me : 
If I prove honey-mouth'd, let my tongue blister ; 
And never to my red-look'd anger be 
The trumpet any more : — Pray you, Emilia, 
Commend my best obedience to the queen ; 
If she dares trust me with her little babe, 
1 11 show ^t the king, and undertake to be 
Her advocate to th' loudest : We do not know 
How he may soften at the sight o' the child ; 
The silence often of pure innocence 
Persuades, wlien speaking fails. 

Emil. Most worthy madjun, 

Your honour, and your goodness, is so evident, 
That your free undertaking cannot miss 
A thriving issue ; there is no lady living 
So meet for this great errand : Please your ladyship 
To visit the next room, 1. 11 presently 
Acquaint the queen of your most noble offer ; 
Who, but to-day, hammer'd of tliis design ; 
But durst not tempt a minister of honour. 
Lest she should be denied. 
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Paul. Tell her, Emilia, 

I '11 use that tongue I have : if wit flow from it, 
As boldness from my bosom, let it not be doubted 
I shall do good. 

Emil, Now be you bless'd for it ! 

I '11 to the queen : Please you, come somethmg nearer. 

Ke^. Madam, if 't please the queen to send ihe babe^ 
I know not what I shall incur, to pass if^ 
Having no warrant. 

Paul. You need not fear it, sir : 
This child was prisoner to the womb ; and is. 
By law and process of great nature, thence 
Freed and enfranchis'd : not a party to 
The anger of the king ; nor guilty of. 
If any be, the trespass of the queen. 

Ke^. I do believe it. 

Paul. Do not you fear ; upon mine honour, 
Will stand betwixt you and danger. [Exetmt 

SCENE III. — The same. A Boom in the Palace. 

Enter Leontes, Antigonus, Lords, and other 
Attendants. 

Leon. Nor night nor day, no rest : It is but weakness 
To bear the matter thus ; mere weakness, if 
The cause were not in being ; — part o* the cause, 
She, the adultress ; for the harlot king 
Is quite beyond mine arm, out of the blank 
And level of my brain, plot-proof : but she 
I can hook to me : Say, that she were gone. 
Given to the fire, a moiety of my rest 
Might come to me again. — Who 's there ? 

1 Attend. My lord ! [Advancinff. 

Leon. How does the boy ? 

1 Attend. He took good rest to-night ; 

'T is hop'd his sickness is discharg'd. 

Leon. To see his nobleness I 
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Conceiving the dishonour of his mother^ 

He straight declined, drooped, took it deeply ; 

Fastened and fixM the shaine on 't in himself; 

Threw off his spirit, his appetite, his sleep, 

And downright lai^ish'd. — Leave me solely : — go. 

See how he fares. lExit Attend.] — Fie, fie I no thought 

of him; 
The very thought of my revenges that way 
Recoil u^n me : in himself too mighty : 
And in ms parties, his alliance. — Let him be, 
Until a time may serve : for present vengeance, 
Take it on her. Gamillo and Polixenes 
Laugh at me ; make their pastime at my sorrow : 
They should not laugh if I could reach them ; nor 
Shall she, within my power. 

Enter Paulina, with a Child. 

I Lord. ' You must not enter. 

Paul. Nay, rather, good my lords, be second to me : 
Fear you his tyrannous passion more, alas, 
Than the. queen's life? a gracious innocent soul 
More free than he is jealous. 

Ant, That 's enough. 

1 Attend, Madam^ he hath not slept to-night ; com- 
manded 
None should come at him. 

Paul. Not so hot, good sir ; 

I come to bring him sleep. 'T is such as you, — 
That creejp like shadows by him, and do sigh 
At each his needless heavings, — such as you 
Nourish the cause of his awaking : I 
Do come with words as medicinal as true ; 
Honest as either ; to purge him of that humour 
That presses him from sleep. 

Leon. * What noise there, ho? 

Paul. No noise, my lord ; but needful conference, 
About some gossips for your highness. 
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Lecni. IIow ?— 

Away with that audaciaiu lady : Antigonus, 
I diargM thee that she should not come about me ; 
I knew she would. 

AfU* I told her so, my lord. 

On your displeasure's peri], and on mine, 
She should not visit you. 

l,eon. What, canst not rule hert 

Paid. From all dishonesty he can : in this, 
^Unless he take the course that you liave done, 
Commit me, for committing honour,) trust it, 
He shall not rule me. 

Ant La * you now ; you hear ! 

When she will take the rein, I let her run ; 
But she 11 not stumble. 

PauL Grood my liege, I come, — 

And, I beseech you, hear me, who professes 
Myself your loyal servant, your physician, 
Your most obedient counsellor ; yet that dares 
Less appear so, in comforting^ your evils, 
Than such as most seem yoius, — I say, I come 
From your good queen. 

Leo7i. Good queen ! 

Paul. Grood queen, my lord, good queen : I say, good 

Sueen; 
by combat make her good, so were I 
A man, the worst about you. 

Leon, Force her hence. 

Paid. Let him tliat makes but trifles of his eyes 
First hand me : on mine own accord, I '11 oiT; 
But, first, I '11 do my errand. — ^The good queen. 
For she is good, hath brought you forth a daughter ; 
Here 't is ; commends it to your blessing. 

[Laying dovm tJie Child. 

*■ La. This is commonly printed lo, Tlie words each raean 
iMift ym ; but la is used affectedly, or ironically, as in this case, 
b Cun^vrting — encouraging 



d by Google 



SeKiTB lU.] A WINTER'S TALE. S9 

Leon. Out! 

A mankind *• witch ! Hence with her, out o' door : 
A most intelligencing bawd ! 

Paul. Not so : 

I am as ignorant in that, as you 
In 80 entitling me : and no less honest 
Than you are mad ; which is enough, I '11 warrant. 
As this world goes, to pass for honest. 

Leon. Traitors ! 

Will you not push her out ? Give her the bastard -> 
Thou dotard, [to Antioonus] thou art womaa-tiied»^ 

unroosted 
By thy dame Partlet here, — take up the bastard ; 
Take 't up, I say ; give 't to thy crone. 

Paul. For ever 

Unvenerable be thy hands, if thou 
Tak'st up the princess, by that forced baseness 
Which he has put upon 't ! 

Leon* He dreads his wife. 

Paul. So I would you did ; then 't were past all doubt 
You 'd call your children yours. 

Leon. A nest of traitors ! 

Ant. I am none, by this good light. 
• Paul Nor I ; nor any, 

But one, that *s here ; and that 's himself: for he 
The sacred honour of himself, his queen's, 
His hopeful son's, his babe's, betrays to slander, 
Whose sting is sharper than the sword's ; and will not 
(For, as the case now stands, it is a curse 
He cannot be compell'd to 't) once remove 
The root of his opinion, which is rotten, 
As ever oak, or stone, was sound. 

Leon. A callat, 

Of boundless tongue; who lat« liath lieat her husband, 

^ AfonJitiul— nuiscttline. 

^ fFomtm-tired. This is equivalent to our hen-pecked. To tire 
istoteer. 
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And now baits me! — ^This brat is none of mine ; 
It is the issue of Polixenes : 
Hence with it ; and, together with the dam, 
Commit them to the fire. 

Paul, It is yours; 

And, might we lay the old proverb to your charge^ 
So like you, 't is the worse. — Behold, my lords, 
Although the print be littl^ the whole matter 
And afpy of the father : eye, nose, lip. 
The trick of his frown, his forehead I nay, the valley. 
The pretty dimples of his chin and cheek; hia 

smiles ; 
The very mould and frame of hand, nail, finger : — 
And thou, good goddess Nature which hast made it 
So like to him that got it, if .thou hast 
The ordering of the mind too, 'mongst all coloure 
No yellow in 't ; lest she suspect, as he does. 
Her children not her husband s ! 

Leon, A gross hag ! 

And, lozel,* thou art worthy to be hangM, 
That wilt not stay her tongue. 

Ant, Hang all the husbands 

That camiot do that feat, you '11 leave yourself 
Hardly one subject. * 

Leon. Once mor^ take her hence. 

Paul. A most unworthy and imnatural lord 
Can do no more. 

Leon. I '11 have thee bum'd. 

Paul. I care not : 

It is an heretic that makes the fire. 
Not she which bums in 't. I '11 not call you tyrant ; 
But this most cruel usage of your queen 
(Not able to produce more accusation 
Than your own weak-hing'd fancy) something savours 

* Loxel, Verstegan explains this as *'0De that hath loAt 
neglected, or cast off, his own good and welfare, and so is 
becume lewd and careless of credit and honesty." 
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Of tyranny, and will ignoble make you. 
Yea, scandalous to' the world. 

Leon. On your allegiance^ 

Out of the chamber with her. Were I a tyrant^ 
Where were her life? she durst not call me so, 
If she did know me one. Away with her. 

FauL I pray you, do not push me ; 1 11 be gorie. 
Look to your babe, my lord ; 't is yours : Jove send her 
A better guiding spirit ! — ^What need these hands f — 
» You, that are thus so tender o'er his follies. 
Will nevCT do him good, not one of you. 
So, so : — Farewell ; we are gone. [Exit 

Leon. Thou, traitor, hast set on thy wife to this. — 
My child ! away with *t ! — even thou, that hast 
A heart so tender o'er it, take it hence. 
And see it instantly con?um'd with fire ; 
Even thou, and none but thou. Take it up straight : 
Within this hour bring me word 't is done, 
(And by good testimony,) or 1 11 seize thy life, 
With what thou else call'st thine : If thou refuse^ 
And wilt encounter with my wrath, say so ; 
The bastard brains with these my proper hands 
Shsdl I dash out Go, take it to the fire ; 
For thou sett'st on thy wife. 

Ant. I did not, sir : 

These lords, my noble fellows, if they please. 
Can clear me in 't. 

1 Lord. We can, my royal liege, 

He is not guilty of her coming hifiier. 

Leon. You are liars all. 

1 Xord. 'Beseech your highness, give us better credit} 
We have always truly serv'd you; and beseech 
So to esteem of us : And on our knees we beg, 
(Ab recompense of our dear services. 
Past, and to come,) that you do change this purpose; 
Which, being so horrible, so bloody, must 
Lead on to some foul issue : We all kneeL 
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Leoti. I am a feather for each^wind that blows : — 
Shall I live on, to see this bastard kneel 
And call me father! Better bum it pow, 
Than curse it then. But, be it ; let it live : 
It shall not neither. You, sir, come you hither j [to Ant. 
You, that have been so tenderly officious 
With lady Margery, your midwife, tliere. 
To save this bastard's life : for 't is a bastard, j 

So sure as this beard 's grey," — what will you adventure ^ i 
To save this brat's life H 

Ant. Anything, my lord, 

That my ability may undergo. 
And nobleness impose : at least, thus much,— 
I '11 pawn the little blood which I have left 
To save the innocent: anything possible. 

Leon. It shall be possible : Swear by this sword, j 

Thou wilt perform my bidding. 

Ant. I will, my lord. ' 

Leon. Mark, and perform it ; (seest thou ?) for tlie fail 
Of any point in 't shall not only be 
Death to thyself, but to thy lewd-tongued wife ; 
Whom, for this time, we pardon. We enjoin thee, 
As thou art liegeman to us, tliat thou carry 
This female bastard hence; and that thou bear It 
To some remote and desert place, quite out 
Of our dominions ; and that there thou leave it. 
Without more mercy, to its own protection. 
And favour of the climate. As by strange fortune 
It came to us, I do in justice charge' thee, — 
On thy soul's peril, and thy body's torture, — 
That tiiou commend it strangely to some place 
Where chance may nurse, or end it : Take it up. 

Ant. 1 swear to do this, though a present death 
Had been more merciful. — Come on, poor babe : ^ 
Some powerful spirit instruct the kites and ravens 
To be thy nurses ! Wolv^ and bears, they say, 

* Leonies here probably points to the beard of Antigonns. 
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Casting tlieir savageness aside, have done 

Like offices of pity. — Sir, be prosperous 

In more than this deed does require ! and blessing, 

Against this eruelty, fight on thy side, 

Poor thing, condemned to loss!* [Exit, toith the Child. 

Leon. No, I '11 not rear 

Another's issue. 

I Attend. Please your highness, posts. 
From those you sent to the oracle, are come 
An hour since : Cleomenes and Dion, 
Being well arrived from Delphos, are both landed, 
Hasting to the court. 

I Lord. So please you, sir, their speed 

Hath been beyond account. 

Leon, Twenty-three days 

They have been absent : 't is good speed; foretells" 
The great Apollo suddenly will have 
The truth of this appear. Prepare you, lords ; 
Summon a session, that we may arraign 
Our most disloyal lady : for, as she liath 
Been publicly accused, so shall she have 
A just and open trial. While she lives. 
My heart will be a burthen to me. Leave me ; 
Afid think upon my bidding. [^ExewU ' 

* Loa$ does not here mean destruction— a final calamity. It 
probably means exposure. 
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ACT III. 

SCENE I.— Sicilia. A Street. 
Enter Cleomenes and Dion. 

Cleo. The climate 's delicate: the air moat sweel:; 
Fertile the isle ; the temple much surpassing^ 
The common praise it bears. 

Dion. I shall report^ 

For most it caught me, the celestial habits, 
Rethinks I so should term them,) and the reverence 
Of the grave wearers. O, the sacriUce ! 
How ceremonious, solemn, and unearthly 
It was i' the offering I 

Cleo. But, of all, the burst 

And the ear-deafening voice o^ the oracle^ 
Kin to Jove's thunder, so surprised my senses 
That I was nothing. / 

Dion. If the event o' the journey 

Prove as successful to the queen, — O, be 't go! — 
As it hath been to us rare, pleasant, speedy, 
The time is worth the use on 't. 

Cleo. Great Apollo, 

Turn all to the best ! These proclamations, 
So forcing faults upon Hermione, 
I little like. 

Dion. The violent carriage of it 
Will clear, or end, the business : When the oracle 
(Thus by ApolVs great divine seaVd up) 
Shall the contents discover, something rare 
Even then will rush to knowledge. — Gt), — afresh horses; — 
And gracious be the issue! [JSxeunt, 
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SCENE II.— 7^6 same. A Court of Justice, 
Lbontes, Lordfl, a7id Officers, appear properly seated, 

Leon. This sessions (to our great grief we pronounce) 
Even pushes 'gainst our heart : The party tried, 
The daughter of a king ; our wife ; and one 
Of us too much belov'd. — Let us be clear'd 
Of being tyrannous, since we so openly 
Proceed in justice ; which shall have due course, 
Even ^ to the guilty or the purgation. 
Produce the prisoner. 

Offl. It is tiis highness* pleasure that the queen 
Appear in person here in court. — Silence ! 

Hermione is brovight in, guarded; Paulina and 
Ladies attending. 

Leon. Head the indictment. 

Offi. " Hermione, queen to the worthy Leontes, king 
of Sicilia, thou art here accused and arraigned of high 
treason, in committing adultery with Polixenes, king 
of Bohemia; and conspirinj^ with Camillo to take away 
tiie life of our sovereign lord the king, thy royal hus- 
band: the pretence^ thereof being by circumstances 
partly laid open, thou, Hermione, contrary to the faith 
and allegiance of a true subject^ didst counsel and aid 
them, for their better safety, to fly away by night." 

Her. Since what I am to say must be but that 
Which 'contradicts my accusation, and 
The testimony on my part no other 
But what comes from myself, it shall scarce boot me 
To say, ** Not guilty ;" mine integrity. 
Being counted &lsehoDd, shall, as I express it. 
Be so received. But thus, — If powers divine 
Behold our human actions, as they do, 
I doubt not then but innocence shall make 

• £0011— equal, indiflfereut. * Pr«teM«~de8ign. 
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False accusation blush, and tyranny 

Tremble at patience. — ^You, my loid, best know, 

(Who least will seem to do so,) my past life 

Hath been as continent, as chaste, as true, 

As 1 am now unhappy ; which is more 

Tlian history can pattern, though devis'd, 

And play'd, to take spectatora : For behold me,— 

A fellow of the royal bed, which owe 

A moiety of the throne, a great king^s daughter, 

The moUier to a hopeful prince, — ^here standing. 

To prate and talk for life and honour 'fore 

Who please to come and hear. For life, I pize it^ 

As I weigh grief, which I would spare : for honour, 

*T is a derivative from me to mine, 

And only that I stand for. I appeal 

To your own conscience, sir, before Polixenes 

Game to your court, how I was in your grace. 

How merited to be so ; since he came. 

With what encounter so uncurrent I 

Have strain'd,* to appear thus : if one jot beyond 

The bound of honour; or, in act or will, 

That way inclining ; harden'd be the hearts 

Of all that hear me, and my near'st of kin 

Cry Fie ! upon my grave ! 

I^eoit. I ne'er heard yet. 

That any of these bolder vices wanted 
Less impudence to gainsay what they did. 
Than to perform it first. 

Her, That 's true enough ; 

Though 't is a saying, sir, not due to me. 

Leon. You will not own it. 

Her. More than mistress of, 

WTiich comes to me in name of fault, I must not 
At all acknowledge. For Polixenes, 

^ The metaphor appears to l>e taken from an encotnUr of 
chivalry, in which one swerving from the accustomed course 
would be wtcnrrmu 
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(With whom I am accused,) I do confess, 

I lov'd him, as in honour he required, 

With such a kind of love as might become 

A lady like me ; with a love, even such, 

So, and no other, as yourself commanded : 

Which not to have done, I think, had been in me 

Both disobedience and ingratitude, 

To you, and toward your friend ; whose love had spoke, 

Even since it could speak, from an infant, freely, 

That it was yours. Now, for conspiracy, 

I know not how it tastes ; though it be dish'd 

For me to try how : all I know of it 

Is, that Camillo was an honest man ; 

And, why he left your court, the gods themselves. 

Wotting no more than I, are ignorant. 

Leon, You knew of his departure, as you know 
What you have underta'en to do in his absence. 

Her, Sir, 
You speak a language that I understand not : 
My life stands in the level of your dreams,^ 
Which I 11 lay down. 

Leon, Your actions are my dreams; 

You had a bastard by Polixenes, 
And I but dream'd it : — As you were past all sliame, 
(Those of your fact are so,) so past all tmth : 
Which to deny, concerns more than avails : For as 
Thy brat hath been cast out, like to itself. 
No father owning it, (which is, indeed. 
More criminal in thee, than it,) so thou 
Shalt feel our justice ; in whose easiest passage. 
Look for no less than death. 

Her. Sir, spare your threats; 

The' bug which you would fright me with I seek. 
To me can life be no commodity : 

» Your dreams afford the l&i>el, the aim, of this acctisation ; 
and my life therefore stands within the range of the attack you 
direct against it. 

VOL. IV. D 
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The crown and comfort of my life, your favour, 

I do give lost ; for I do feel it gone. 

But know not how it went : My second joy, 

And first-fruits of my body, from his presence 

I am barr'd, like one infectious : My third comfort, 

Starr'd most imluckily, is from my breast, ^ 

The innocent mijk in its most innocent mouth, 

Haled out to murther : Myself on every post 

Proclaimed a strumpet ; with immodest hatred, 

The childbed privilege denied, which 'longs 

To women of all fashion : — Lastly, hmTied 

Here to this place, i' the open air, before 

I have got strength of limit. Now, my liege. 

Tell me what blessings I have here alive. 

That I should fear to die? Therefore, proceed. 

But yet hear this ; mistake me not; — ^No lifCj 

I prize it not a straw : — ^but for mine honour, 

(Which I would free,) if I shall be condemn'd 

Upon surmises ; all proofs sleeping else. 

But what yoinr jealousies awake ; I tell you 

T is rigour, and not law. — ^Your honours all, 

I do refer me to the oracle ; 

Apollo be my judge. 

1 Lord. This your request 

Is altogether just : therefore, bring forth, 
And in Apollo's name, his oracle. \Ex. certain Officers. 

Her. The emperor of Russia was my father : 
O, that he were alive, and here beholding 
His daughter's trial ! that he did but see 
The flatness of my misery ; yet with eyes 
Of pity, iiot revenge ! 

Me-enter Officers, with Gleomenes and Dion. 
Ofil. You here shall swear upon this sword of justice, 
That you, Cleomenes and Dion, have 
Been both at Delphos ; and from thence have brought 
This seal'd-up oracle, by the hand deliver'd 
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Of great Apollo^s priest; and that, since then, 
You have not dar'd to break the holy seal. 
Nor read the secrets in 't. 

CleQ., Dion. All this we swear. 

Leon, Break up the seals, and read. 

Ofii. [Reads,'] '^ Hermione is chaste, Polixenes blame- 
less, Gamillo a true subject, Leontes a jealous tyrant, 
his innocent babe truly begotten ; and the king shall 
live without an heir, if that which is lost be not found.^' 

Lords. Now blessed be the great Apollo 1 

Her. Prais'd! 

Leon. Hast thou read truth? 

Offi. Ay, my lord ; even so 

As it is here set down. 

Leon. There is no truth at all i' the oracle : 
The sessions shall proceed : this is mere falsehood. 

Eiiier a Servant, hastily. 

Serv. My lord the king, the king ! 

Leon. What is the business ? 

Serv. O sir, I shall be hated to report it : 
The prince your son, with mere conceit and fear 
Of the queen's speed,* is gone. 

Leoti. How! gone? 

Serv. Is dead. 

Leon, Apollo *8 angry ; and the Heavens themselves 
Do strike at my injustice. [HBBuiONB/atnto.] How 
now there? 

Paul. This news is mortal to the queen :— -Look down, 
And see what^death is doing. 

Leon, Take her hence : 

Her heart is but overcharged ; she will recover. — 
I have too much believ'd mine own suspicion : — 
'Beseech you, tenderly apply to her 
Some remedies for life. — Apollo, pardon 

{JExeuniVAxnATHA. ancZ Ladies, with Hebm. 

* Of how the queen may speed— of the issue of this charge. 
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My great profaneness Against thine oracle ! — 

I '11 reconcile me to Polixenes ; 

New woo my queen ; recall the good Gamillo^ 

Whom I proclaim a man of truth, of mercy : 

For, being transported by my jealousies 

To bloody thoughts and to revenge, I chose 

Gamillo for the minister, to poison 

My friend Polixenes : which had been done, 

But that the good mind of Gamillo tardied 

My swift command, though I witli deatli, and with 

Reward, did threaten and encourage him. 

Not doing it, and being done : he, most humane, 

And fiird with honour, to my kingly guest 

Unclasp'd my practice ; quit his fortunes here, 

Which you knew great ; and to the hazanl 

Of all incertainties himself commended. 

No richer than his honour : — How he glisteis 

Thorough my rust ! and how his piety 

Does my deeds make the blacker ! 

He-enter Paulina. 

Paul, Woe the while I 

O, cut my lace ; lest my heart, cracking it. 
Break too ! 

1 Lord. What fit is this, good lady ? 

Paul. What studied torments, tyrant, hast for met 
What wheels? racks? fires 1 What flaying! boiling, 
In leads, or oils ? what old or newer torture 
Must I receive ; whose every word deserves 
To taste of thy most worst 1 Thy tyranny 
Together working with thy jealousies, — 
Fancies too weak for boys, too green and idle 
For girls of nine ! — O, tliink what they have done, 
And then i-un mad, indeed ; stark mad ! for all 
Thy by-gone fooleries were but slices of it. 
That tiiou betray'dst Polixenes, t was nothing ; 
That did but show thoe, of a fool, inconstant. 
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Aiid damnable ingrateful : nor was 't much. 

Thou wouldst have poisoned good Camillo's honour. 

To have him kill a king ; poor trespasses, 

More monstrous standing by : whereof I reckon 

The casting forth to crows thy baby daughter, 

To be or none, or little; though a devil 

Would have shed water out of fire, ere done 't ; 

Nor is 't directly laid to thee, the death 

Of the young prince ; whose honourable thoughts 

(Thoughts high for one so tender) cleft the heart 

That could conceive a gross and foolish sire 

Blemish^ his gracious dam : this is not, no, 

Laid to thy answer : But the last, — O, lords, 

^Vhen I have said, cry Woe ! — the queen, the qaeen, 

The sweetest, dearest creature ^s dead ; and vengeance 

for 't 
Not dropp'd down yet. 

1 Lord. The higher powers forbid ! 

Paul. I say, she 's dead : I *11 swear *t : if word, nor 
oatl^ 
Prevail not, go and see : if you can bring 
Tincture, or lustre, in her lip, her eye, 
Heat outwardly, or breath within, I '11 serve you 
As I would do liie gods. — But, O thou tyrant 1 
Do not repent these things ; for they are heavier 
Than all thy woes can stir : therefore betake thee 
To nothing but despair. A thousand knees. 
Ten thousand years together, naked, fasting. 
Upon a barren mountain, and still winter 
In storm perpetual, could not move the gods 
To look that way tiiou wert 

Leon. Gh) on, go on : 

Thou canst not speak too much ; I have deserv'd 
All tongues to talk their bitterest. 

1 Lord. Say no more ; 

However the business goes, you have made fault 
1' the boldness of your speech. 
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Paid, I am sorry for 't ; 

All faults I make, when I shall come to know them^ 
I do repent : Alas, I have show'd too much 
The rashness of a woman : he is touched 
To the noble heart. — ^What 'g gone, and what 's past 

help, 
Should be past grief : Do not receive affliction 
At my petition, I beseech you ; rather 
Let me be punisVd, that have minded you 
Of what you should forget Now, good my lieg^ 
Sir, royal sir, forgive a foolish woman ; 
The love I bore your queen, — ^lo, fool, again I 
I '11 speak of her no more, nor of your children ; 
1 11 not remember you of my own lord. 
Who is lost too : Take your patience to you, 
And 1 11 say nothing. 

Leon. Thou didst speak but well. 

When most the truth ; which I receive much belter 
Than to be pitied of thee. Prithee, bring me 
To the dead bodies of my queen, and son : 
One grave shall be for both ; upon them shall 
The causes of their death appear, unto 
Our shame perpetual : Once a day I '11 visit 
The chapel where they lie ; and tears, shed there, 
Shall be my recreation : So long as Nature 
Will bear up with this exercise, so long 
I daily vow to use it. Come, and lead me 
To these sorrows. [Exemit, • 

SCENE III.— Bohemia. A desert Country near 
the Sea, 

Enter Antigonus, toith the Child; and a Mariner. 
Ant. Thou art perfect* then, our ship hath touch'd 
upon 
The deserts of Bohemia? 

• Perfeet^Msased, 
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Mar. Ay, my lord; and fear 

We have landed in ill time : the skies look grimly. 
And threaten present blusters. In my conscience, 
The Heavens with that we have in hand are angry. 
And frown upon us. 

Ant, Their sacred wills be done ! — Go, get aboard ; 
Look to thy bark ; I ^11 not be long before 
I call upon thee. 

Mar. Make your best haste; and go not 
Too far i' the land : 't is like to be loud weather} 
Besides, this place is famous for the creatures 
Of prey, that Keep upon *t. 

Ant. Go thou away : 

I '11 follow instantly. 

Mar. I am glad at heart 

To be so rid o^ the business. ^Erii, 

Ant. Come, poor babe : — 

I have heard, ^t not believed,) the spirits of the dead 
May walk agam : if such thing be, thy mother 
Appeared to me last night ; for ne'er was dream 
So like a waking. To me comes a creature. 
Sometimes her head on one side, some another : 
I never saw a vessel of like sorrow. 
So filled, and so becoming : in pure white robes, 
Like very sanctity she did approach 
My cabin where I lay : thrice bow'd before me ; 
And, gasping to begin some speech, her eyes 
Became two spouts : the fury spent, anon 
Did this break from her : " Grood Antigonus, 
Since fate, against thy better disposition, 
Hath made thy person for the thrower-out 
Of my poor babe, according to thine oath. 
Places remote enough are in Bohemia, 
There weep, and leave it crying ; and, for the babe 
Is coimted lost for ever, Perdita, 
I prithee, call 't: for this ungentle business. 
Put on thee by my lord, thou ne'er shalt see 
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Thy wife Paulina more :" — and so, with shriek^ 
She melted into air. Affirighted much, 
I did in time collect myself; and thought 
This was so, and no slumber. Dreams are toys ; 
Yet, for this once, yea, superstitiously, 
I will be squar'd by this. I do believe 
Hermione liath suffered death ; and that 
Apollo would, this being indeed the issue 
Of king Polixenes, it should here be laid, 
Eitlier for life, or death, upon the earth 
Of its right father. Blossom, speed thee well ! 

[^Laying down the Child 
There lie ; and there thy character :" there these ; 



[Layinff doten a bundle, 
,bothhr ■ 



Which may, if fortune please, both breed thee pretty, 
And still rest thine. — ^The storm begins: — Poor 

wretch. 
That, for thy mother's fault, art thus exWd 
To loss, and what may follow ! — ^Weep- 1 cannot. 
But my heart bleeds : and most accursed am I, 
To be by oath enjoin'd to this. — Farewell ! 
The day frowns more and more — ^thou 'rt like to Iwkve 
A lullaby too rough : I never saw 
The heavens so dim by day. A savage clamour ! — 
Well may I get aboard ! — ^This is the chace ; 
I am gone for ever. [Exit, pursued by a Bear. 

Enter an old Shepherd. 

Shep. I would there was no age between ten and 
three-andrtwenty i or that youth would sleep out the rest, 
for there is nothing in the between but getting wenches 
with child, wronging the ancientry, stealing, fightmg. 
— Hai'k you now ! — Would any but these boiled brains 
of nineteen and two-and-twenty hunt this weather? 
They Ijave scared away two of my best sheep ; which, 
I fear, the wolf will sooner find than the master; if 
• Character— d^criptioD, the writing which describes thee. 
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anywhere I have them, 't is by the searside, browcing 
of ivy. Good luck, an *t be thy will ! wliat have we 
here? ^Tdking up the ChildJ] Mercy on 's, a bame;" 
a very pretty banie! A boy, or a child,^ I wonder? 
A pretty one ; a very pretty one : Sure, some scape : 
though I am not bookish, yet I can read waiting-gen- 
tlewoman in the scape. This has been some stair-work, 
some trunk-work, some behind-door-work : they were 
warmer that got this than the poor thing is here. I Ul 
take it up for pity : yet I '11 tarry till my son come ; 
be holla^ but even now. Whoa, ho hoa ! 

Enter Clown. 

Clo. Hilloa,loa! 

Shep. What, art so nearf If thou Ut see a thing to 
talk on when thou art dead and rotten, come hither. 
^Vhat ailest thou, man? 

Clo, I have seen two such sights, by sea, and by 
land ; — ^but I am not to say, it is a sea, for it is now the 
sky ; betwixt the firmament and it you cannot thrust a 
bodkin's point. 

8h^. Why, boy, how is it? 

Clo. I would you did but see how it chafes, how it 
rages, how it takes up the shore ! but that 's not to the 
point : O, the most piteous cry of the poor souls ! 
sometimes to see 'em, and not to see 'em : now the ship 
boring the moon with her main-mast ; and anon ^wa( 
lowed with yest and froth, as you 'd thrust a cork into 
a hogshead. And then for the land-service, — To see 
how the bear tore out his shoulder-bone ; how he cried 
to me for help, and said his name was Antigonus, a 
nobleman : — But to make an end of the ship : — to see 

• Borne — the Scotch bairn ; a child haren, or bom. 

^ A child, Steevens wjs that he is told " that, in* some of 
oar inland counties, a female infant, in contradistinction to a 
VMile we, is still termed among the peasantry a child.'^ Thia 
U2e of the word was clearly the meaning of Shaksx)ere. 
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how the sea flap-dragoned it f- > — ^bnt> first, how the poor 
souls roared, and the sea mocked them ; — and how the 
poor gentleman roared, and the bear mocked him, both 
roaring londer than the sea, or weather. 

Shep. Name of mercy, when was this, boy ? 

Clo. Now, now ; I have not winked since I saw these 
sights : the men are not yet cold nnder water, nor the 
bear half dined on the gentleman ; he 's at it now. 

SJup. Wonld I had been by, to have helped the old 
man I 

Clo. I would you had been by the ship side, to have 
helped her; there your charity would have lacked 
footing. 

Shep. Heavy matters I heavy matters I but look thee 
here, boy. Now bless thyself; thou mett'st with things 
dying, I with things new bom. Here's a sight for 
thee ; look thee, a bearing-cloth ^ for a squire's child I 
look thee here I take up, take up, boy ; open 't. So, 
let's see. It was told me, I should be rich by the 
fairies; this is some changeling:*' — open't: What's 
witliin, boy ? 

Clo. You're a made old man; if the sins of your 
youth are forgiven you, you're well to live. Goldl 
all gold! 

Shep. This is fairy gold, boy, and 't will prove so: 
up with it, keep it close ; home, home, the next way. 
We are lucky, boy, and to be so still requires nothing, 
but secrecy. — Let my sheep go : — Cc^me, good boy, the 
next way home. 

Clo. Go you the next way with your findings ; 1 11 
go see if the bear be gone firom the gentleman, and how 

a Flap-dragoned U. In * Love's Labour 's Lost ' we have— 
" Thou art easier swallowed than a flajj-dragon." 

b Bearing-elotK Percy explains this as *' the fine mantle or 
cloth with which a child is usually covered when it is carried 
to the church to bebaptized.** 

Chanffelinff—B. child changed. 
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much he hath eaten : they are never curst,* but when 
they are hungry : if there be any of him left, I '11 bury 
it 

Skep. That 's a gbod deed : If thou mayest discern, 
by that which is left of him, what he is, fetch me to the 
sight of him. 

Clo, Mairyy will I ; and you shall help to put him 
i' the ground. 

Sh^. 'T is a lucky day, boy; and we '11 do good 
deeds on 't. [Exeunt 

* Ourst—mlscidexoxa. 
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ACT IV. 

Efiter Time, as Chorus. 

Time. I, that please some, try all, — both joy and terror 
Of good and bad, — tliat make, and unfold error, — 
Now take upon me, in the name of Time, 
To use my wings. Impute it not a crime 
To me, or my swift passage, that I slide 
O'er sixteen years, and leave the growth untried 
Of that wide gap ; since it is in my power 
To olerthrow lawj and in one self-faiom hour 
To plant and overwhelm custom : Let me pass 
The same I am; ere ancient*st order was, 
Or what is now received : I witaeas to 
The times that brought them in : so shall I do 
To the freshest things now reigning ; and make stale 
The glistering of this present, as my tale 
Now seems to it Your patience this allowing, 
I turn my glass ; and give my scene such growing 
As you had slept between. Leontes leaving 
The effects of his fond jealousies ; so grieving. 
That he shuts up himself; imagine me, 
Grentle spectators, that I now may be 
In fair Bohemia ; and remember well, 
I mentioned a son o' the king's, which Florizel 
I now name to you ; and with speed so pace 
To speak of Perdita, now grown in grace 
Equal with wondering : What of her ensues 
I list not prophesy ; but let Time's news 
Be known when 't is brought forth: — a shepherd's 

daughter. 
And what to her adheres, which follows after, 
Is the argument of time : Of this allow,* 
If ever you have spent time worse ere now ; 
* ^//ouN— approve. 
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If nerer yet, that Time himself doth say, 

He wishes earnestly you never may. [Exit, 

SCENE I. — Bohemia. A Room in tlie Palace of 
Polixenes. 

Enter Polixenes and Camillo. 

Pol. I pray thee, good Camillo, be no more impor- 
lunate : *t is a sickness denying thee anything ; a death 
to grant this. 

Cam. It is fiileen years since I saw my country. 
Though I have, for the most part, been aired abroad, I 
desire to lay my bones there. Besides, the penitent 
king, my master, hath sent for me : to whose feeling 
sorrows I might be some allay, or I o'erween to think 
so ; which is another spur to my departure. 

Pol, As thou lovest me, Camillo, wipe not out the 
rest of thy services, by leaving me now : the need I 
have of thee thine own goodness hath made ; better not 
to have had thee than thus to want thee : thou, having 
made me businesses which none without thee can suffi- 
ciently manage must either stay to execute them thy- 
self, or take away with thee the very services thou hast 
done : which if I have not enough considered, (as too 
much I cannot,) to bo more thankful to thee shall be 
my study ; and my profit therein, the heaping friend- 
ships. Of that fatal country, Sicilia, prithee speak no 
more : whosfe very naming' punishes me with the re- 
membrance of that penitent, as thou callest him, and 
reconciled king, my brother; whose loss of his most 

Cious queen and children are even now to be afresh 
ented. Say to me, when sawest thou the princ€ 
Florijsel my son ? Kings are no less unhappy, their 
issue not being gracious, than they ^re in losing them 
when they have approved their virtues. 

Cam. Sir, it is three days since I saw the prince : 
What his happier affairs may be are to me unkno\vn : 
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but I have, missingly,* noted he ia of late much retixed 
from court ; and is le» frequent to his princely exercises 
than formerly he hath appeared. 

Pol, I have considered so much, Camillo, and with 
some care ; so far, that I have eyes under my service 
which look upon his removedness, from whom I have 
this intelligence : That he is seldom from the house of 
a most homely shepherd ; a man, they say, that from 
very nothing, and beyond the imagination of liis neigh- 
bours, is grown into an unspeakable estate. 

Cam, I have heard, sir, of such a man, who hath a 
daughter of most rare note : the report of her is extended 
more than can be thought to begin from such a cottage. 

Pol, That *s likewise part of my intelligence. But 
I fear the angle that plucks our son thither. Thou 
shalt accompany us to the place : where we will, not 
appearing what we are, have some question with the 
shepherd ; from whose simplicity I thmk it not uneasy 
to get the cause of my son s resort thither. Prithee, be 
my present partner in this business, and lay aside the 
thoughts of Sicilia. 

Cam, I willingly obey your command. ' — 

PoL My best Camillo! — We must disguise our^ 
selves. lExeunt. 

SCENE II.— 2%6 same. A Road near the Shepherd's 
Cottage, 
Enter Autolycus, singing. 
When daffodils begin to peer, 

With heigh I the doxy over the dale, 
Wliy, then comes in the sweet o' the year ; 
For the red blood reigns in the wintei^s pale.^ 

" MissitMlu, Steevens explains this,—*' I have obeerved him 
at intenati.'^ But is it not r^ier— missing him, I have noted 
he is of tate much retired ^m court ? 

b The tointer^a pale. The spring which Autolycus describes 
is the early spring, when winter still holds a partial reign* and 
the pale— boundary — which divides it from spring is not yet 
broken up. 
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The -white sheet bleaching on the hedge. 

With heigh I the sweet birds, O, how lliey aiag] 

Doth set my pugging * tooth on edge ; 
For a quart of ale is a dish for a king. 

Tlie lark that tirra-lirra chants. 

With heigh I with hey I the thrush and the jay : 
Are summer songs Ibr'me and my aunts, 

While we lie tumbling in the hay. 

I have een'ed prince Florizel, and, in my time, wore 
three-pile;^ but now I am out of service : 

But shall I go mourn for that, my dear ? 

The pale moon sliiues by night : 
And when I wander here and there 

I then do most go right. 

If tinkers may have leave to live. 

And bear the sow-skin bowget ; 
Then my account I well may give 

And m the stocks avouch it. 

My traffic is sheets ; when the kite builds, look to lesser 
linen.*' My father named me Autolycus ; who, being 
as I am, littered under Mercury, was likewise a snappier 
up of imconsidered trifles : Wi^ die, and drab, I pur* 
chased this caparison; and my revenue is tlie silly 
cheat : Gallows, and knock, are too powerful on the 
highway : beating, and hanging, are terrors to me ; for 
the life to come, I sleep out the thought of it. — X prize! 
a prize! 

Enter Clown. 

Clo. Let me see : — Every 'leven wetlier — tods ; every 
tod yields — ^pound and odd shilling : fifteen hundred 
shorn,— What comes the wool to?** 

AiU. If the springe hold, the cock 's mine. [^Aside. 

• Pugging, This appears a flash word, kpuggard is a thief. 

t» I%rce-^»fe— rich velvet 

« Autolycus has his eye upon the " white sheets." The kites 
may take the smaller linen for their nests. 

d The produce of eleven wethers, in Shakspere's time, was a 
tod of wool. The improved breeds of modern days give nearly 
double that quantity. 
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Cfo. I cannot do 't without counters. — Let me see ; 
what am I to buy for ova sheep-shearing feast 1 " Three 

pound of sugar; five pound of currants; rice" 

What will this sister of mine do with rice? But my 
father hath made her mistress of the feast, and she lays 
it on. She hath made me four-and-twenty nosegays 
for the shearers: three-man song-men all," and very 
good ones ; but they are most of tibem means and bases: 
but one Puritan amongst them, and he sings psalms to 
hornpipes. I must have safiron, to colour the warden 
pies;^ mace,— dates, — ^none; that's out of my note: 
nutmegs, seven ; a race or two of ginger; but that I 
may beg ; — four pound of prunes, and as many of rai- 
sins o' tihe sun. 

Aut. O, that ever I was bom ! 

[Grovelling on the ground. 

Clo. V the name of me, 

Aut. O, help me, help me i pluck but oif these ragu } 
and then, death, death! 

Clo, Alack, poor soul ! thou hast need of more rags 
to lay on thee, rather than have these oft'. ■ 

Aut. O, sir, the loathsomeness of them offends ma 
more than tlje stripes I have received ; which are mighty 
ones, and millions. 

Clo. Alas, poor man ! a million of beating may come 
to a great matter. 

Aut. I am robbed, sir, and beaten ; my money and 
apparel ta'en from me, and these detestable things put 
upon me. 

Clo. What, by a horse-man, or a foot-man ? 

Aut A foot-man, sweet sir, a foot-man. 

Clo, Indeed, he should be a foot-man, by the gjy- 
menta he has left with thee ; if this be a liorse-man's 
coat, it hath seen very hot service. Lend me thy band, 
I '11 help thee : come, lend me thy hand. [Helping kitn, 

* Singers of three-part songa. 
k JFarden pies. Warden was tlio name of a poar. 
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Aut. O, good sir, tenderly, oh ! 

Clo. Alasy poor soul ! 

AtU. O, good sir, softly, good sir: I fear, sir, my 
shoalder-blade is out. 

Clo. How now? canst stand? 

Aut. Softly, dear sir ; \^pick8 his pocket] good sir, 
softly ; you ha' done me a charitable office. 

Clo. Dost lack any money ? I have a little money 
for tbee. 

Aut. No, good sweet sir ; no, I beseech you, sir : I 
have a kinsman not past three-quarters of a mile hence, 
unto whom I was going ; I shall there have money, oi 
anything I want : Offer me no money, I pray you ; that 
kills my heart. 

Clo. What manner of fellow was he that robbed you 1 

Aut. A fellow, sir, that I have known to go about 
with trol-my-dames : I knew him once a servant of the 
prince ; I cannot tell, good sir, for which of his virtues 
it was, but he was certainly whipped out of the court. 

Clo. His vices, you would say ; there 's no virtue 
whipped out of the court : they cherish it, to make it stay 
Aere ; and yet it will no more but abide.a 

Aut. Vices, I would say, sir. I know this man well : 
he hath been since an ape-bearer ; then a process* server, 
a bailiff; then he compassed a motion of the prodigal 
son,^ and married a tinker's wife within a mile where 
my land and living lies ; and, having flown over many 
knavish professions, he settled only in rogue : some call 
him Autolycus. 

Clo. Out upon him! Prig, for my life, prig: he 
haunts wakes, HbAtb, and bear-baitings. 

Aut. Very true, sir ; he, sir, he ; that *8 the rogue that 
put me into this apparel. 

Clo. Not a more cowardly rogue in all Bohemia ; if 
you had but looked big, and spit at him, he 'd have run. 

* Abide — sojoarn. 
* The pnppetrshow wa« Rociently called a motion, 
VOL. IV. E 
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Aut I must confess to you, sir, I am no fighter ; 1 
am &lse of heart that way ; and that he knew^ I warrant 
him. 

CIo. How do you now ? 

Aut Sweet sir, much better than I was ; I can stand, 
and walk : I will even take my leave of you, and pace 
softly towards my kinsman's. 

Clo. Shall I bring thee on the way ? 

Aut, No, good-faced sir ; no, sweet sir. 

Clo. Then fere thee well ; I must go buy spices for 
our sheep-shearing. 

Aut Prosper you, sweet sir ! — [Exit Clown.] — ^Your 
purse is not hot enough to purchase your spice. 1 11 
be with you at your sheep-shearing too : If I make not 
this cheat bring out another, affd the shearers prove 
sheep, let me be unrolled, and my name put in the book 
of virtue ! 



Jog on, jog on, the foot-path way, 
And merrily hent* the stile-a : 

A merry heart goes all the day, 
Your sad tires in a mile-a. 



Exit 



. SCENE JIL—The same. A Shepherd's Cottage. 
Enter Florizel and Peedita. 

Flo, These your unusual weeds to each part of you 
Do give a life : no shepherdess ; but Flora, 
Peering in April's front. This your sheep-shearing 
Is as a meeting of the petty gods. 
And you the queen on *t. 

Per. Sir, my gracious lord, 

To chide at your extremes it not becomes me ; 
O, pardon, that I name them : your high self, 
The gracious mark o^ the land, you have obscur'd 
"With a swain's wearing ; and me, poor lowly maid, 
Most goddess-like prank'd up :^ But that our feasts 

» flw<— take hold of. • 
b PranWd «p— dressed splendidly, decorated. 
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In every mess have folly, aiid the feeders 
Digest it with a custom, I should blush 
To see you so attir'd ; sworn, I think, ^ 

To show myself a glass. 

Flo. I bless the time. 

When my good falcon made her flight across 
Thy father's ground. 

Per. Now Jove afford you c&use ! 

To me, the difference forges dread ; your greatness 
Hath not been used to fear. Even now I tremble 
To think, your father, by some accident, 
Should pass this way, as you did : O, the fates ! 
How would he look, to see his work, so noble, 
Vilely bound up 1 What would he say ? Or how 
Should I, in these my borrow'd flaunts, behold 
The sternness of his presence f 

Flo. Apprehend 

Nothing but jollity. The gods themselves, 
Humbling their deities to love, have taken 
The shapes of beasts upon them : Jupiter 
Became a bull, and bellow'd ; the green Neptune 
A ram, and bleated ; and the flre-rob'd god. 
Golden Apollo, apoor humble swain. 
As I seem now : Tbeir transformations 
Were never for a piece of beauty rarer ; 
Nor in a way so chaste : since my desires 
Run not before mine honour ; nor my lusts 
Bum hotter than my faith. 

Per. O but, sir, 

Tour resolution cannot hold, when *t is 
Oppo6'<^ as it must be, by the jjower o* the king ; 
One of these two must be necessities. 
Which then will speak ; that you must change this pur- 
pose. 
Or I my life. 

Flo. Thou dearest Perdita, 

With these forc*d thoughts, I prithee, darken not 
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The mirth o' the feast : Or I '11 be thine, my fair, 

Or not my father's : for I cannot be 

Mine own, nor anything to any, if 

I be not thine : to this I am most constant, 

Though destiny say No. Be merry, gentle ; 

Strangle such thoughts as these, wiUi anytliing 

That you behold the while. Your guests are coming : 

Lift up your countenance ; as it were the day 

Of celebration of that nuptial, which 

We two have sworn shall come. 

Per, O lady Fortune, 

Stand you auspicious ! 

Enter Shepherd, toith Polixenes and Camii.lo dis-- 
guised; Clown, Mofsa, Dorcas, and others. 

Flo, See, your guests approach : 

Address yourself to entertain them sprightly. 
And let 's be red with mirth. 

Shep. Fie, daughter I when my old wife liv'd, upon 
This day she was both pantler, butler, cook ; 
Both dame and servant : welcom'd all ; serv'd all : 
Would sing her song, and dance her turn; now 

here. 
At upper end o' the table, now, i' the middle ; 
On his shoulder, and his : her face o' fire 
With labour ; and the thing she took to quench it, 
She would to each one sip : You are retir'd 
As if you were a feasted one, and not 
The hostess of the meeting ; Pray you, bid 
' These unknown friends to us welcome : for it is 
A way to make us better friends, more known. 
Come, quench your blushes ; and present yourself 
That which you are, mistress o' the feast : Come on, 
And bid us welcome to your sheep-shearing, 
As your good flock shall prosper. 

Per. Sir, welcome! [To Pol. 

It is my father*s will I should take on me 
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The hostess-ship o' the day : — ^You 're welcome, sir ! 

[To Cam. 
Give me those flowers there, Dorcas. — Reverend sirs, 
For you there 's rosemary, and rue ; these keep 
Seeming, and savour, all the wmter long: 
Grrac^ and remembrance, be to you both, 
And welcome to our shearing ! 

Pol, Shepherdess, 

(A fair one arc you,) well you fit our ages 
With flowers of winter. 

Per, Sir, the year growing ancient, — 

Not yet on summer's death, nor on the birth 
Of tremblnig winter, — the fairest flowers o' the sea- 
son 
Are bur carnations, and sheak'd gilly Vors,* 
Which some call nature^s bastards : of that kind 
Our rustic garden *s barren ; and I care not 
To get slips of them. 

PoL Wherefore, gentle maiden, 

Do you neglect them 9 

Per, « For I h^ve heard it said, 

There is an art which, in their piedness, shares 
With great creating nature. 

Pol. Say, there be ; 

Yet nature is made better by no mean, 
But nature makes that mean : so, over that art, 
Which, you say, adds to nature, is an art 
That nature makes. You see^ sweet maid, we maiTy 
A gentler scion to the wildest stock ; 
And make conceive a bark of baser kind 
By bud of nobler race : This is an art 
Which does mend nature, — change it rather : but 
The art itself is nature. 

Per. So it is. 

■ OUly'vors. We print this word as it is twice printed in the 
original. Some of the old authors write giil^^flower, some 
giltojre. Gilly'vor is perhaps a contraction of gillyflower. 



d by Google 



68 A WINTER'S TAtE. [Act IV. 

Pol Then make your garden rich in gilly Von^ 
And do not call them bastards. 

Per, 1 11 not put 

^The dibble in earth to get one slip of them : 
No more than, were I painted, I would wish 
This youth should say, 't were well ; and only theiefoie 
Desire to breed by me. — Here 's flowers for you ; 
Hot lavender, mints, savory, marjoram ; 
The marigold, that goes to bed with the sun, 
And with him rises weeping ; these are flowers 
Of middle summer, and, I think, they are given 
To men of middle age : You are very welcome. 

Cam, I should leave grazing, were I of your flock, 
And only live by gazing. 

Per. Out, alas! 

You 'd be so lean, that blasts of January 
Would blow you through and through. — Now, my 

fairest friend, 
I would I had some flowers 6* Uie spring, that might 
Become your time of day ; ^d yours, and youra ; 
That wear upon your virgin branches yet 
Your maidenheads growing : — O, Proseroina, 
For the flowers now, that, frighted, thou fett'st fall 
From Dis s waggon I daffodi^ 
That come before the swallow daxed, and take 
The winds of March with beauty ; violets, dim. 
But sweeter than the lids of Juno's eyes. 
Or Cytherea's breath ; pale primroses, 
That die unmarried, ere they can behold 
Bright Phoebus in his strength, a malady '■■ 
Most incident to maids ; bold oxlips, and 
The crown-imperial ; lilies of all kind% 
The flower-de-luce being one ! 1 these I lack, 
lo make you garlands of; and, my sweet friend. 
To strew him o'er and o'er. 

J^- ^Vhat! likeacorsel 

Per. No, like a bank, for love to lie and play cni 
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Not like a cawe : or if,^^not to be buried. 

But quick, and in mine arms. Gome^ take your Qovren t 

Methinkfly I play as I have seen them do, 

In Whitsun' pastorals : sure, this robe of mine 

Does change my disposition. 

Flo. What you do 

Still betters what is done. When you speak, sweet, 
I 'd have you do it ever : when you sing, 
I *d have you buy and sell so ; so give alms j 
Pray so ; and, for the ordering your affairs, 
To sing them too : When you do dance, I wish you 
A wave o^ the sea, that you might ever do 
Nothing but that ; move still, still so, 
And own no other function : Bach your doing, 
. So singular in each particular, 
Crowns what you are doing in the present deeds, 
That ail your acts are queens. 

Per. O Doricles, 

' Your praises are too large : but that your youth, 
And the true blood which peeps fairly through % 
Do plainly give you out an unstained shephord, 
With wisdom I might fear, my Doricles, 
You woo'd me the false way. 

Fh. I think, yoQ have 

As little skill to fear, as I have purpose 
To put you to 't. — But, come ; our dance, I pray : 
Your hand, my Perdita : so turtles pair. 
That never mean to part 

Per. 1 11 swear for 'em. 

Pol This if the prettiest low-bom lass that ever 
Ran on the green sward : nothing she does or seems, 
But smacks of something greater than herself; 
Too noble for this place. 

Cam, He tells her something 
That makes her blood look out : Good sooth, she is 
Tlie queen of curds and cream. 

Clo. Come on, strike up. 
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Dot* Mopta must be youi mis^rew : marrj, garlic, 
To mend her kiumg witli. 

Map, Now, in good time ! 

Clo. Not a word, a word ; we stand ujxm our man- 
ners. — 
Come^ strike up. [Jfufic. 

Kere a dance of Shepherds and Shepherdesses. 

FoL Pray, good shepherd, what fiur swain is this 
Which dances with your daughter I 

Shep, They call him -Doricles ;. and boasts himself 
To have a worthy feeding i'^ but I have it 
Upon his own report, and I believe it ; 
He looks like sooth :^ He says, he loves my daughter ; 
I think so too : for never gaz*d the moon 
Upon the water, as he 11 stand, and read. 
As *t were, my daughter's eyes : and, to be plain, 
I think there is not half a kiss to choose 
Who loves another best 

Pol, She dances featly. 

Ship. So she does anything ; though I report it. 
That ^ould he silent : if young Doricles 
Do light upon her, she sliall bring him that 
Wliich he not dreams of. 

Enter a Ser^'ant 

Serv. O master, if you did hut liear the pedlar at the 
door, you would never dance again after a tabor and 
pipe ; no, the bagpipe could not move you : he sing^ 
several tunes faster than you 11 tell money ; he utters 
them as he had eaten ballads, and all men's ears grew 
to bis tunes. 

Clo. He could never come l^etter : he shall come in: 
I love a ballad but even too well ; if it be doleful mat- 
ter, merrily set down, or a very pleasant thing indeedi 
and sung lamentably. 

* FtftfcKiV— pasture. •• SwtA— truth. 

Digitized by Google 



ScE!« HI.] A WINTER'S TALE. 71 

Serv, He hath son^ for man, or woman, of all sizes; 
no milliner can so fit his customers with gloves : he has 
the prettiest lore-songs for maids ; so without bawdry, 
which is strange ; with such delicate burthens of '^dildos 
and fadings :"* "jump her and thump her j" and whera 
some stretch-mouthed rascal would, as it were, mean 
mischief, and break a foul gap into the matter, he 
makes the maid to answer, " Wnoop, do me no harm, 
good man f * puts him off,' slights him, with " Whooj), 
do me no liarm, good man/* 

PoL This is a brare fellow. 

Clo. Believe me, thou talkest of an admirable-con- 
ceited fellow. Has he any unbraided wares! 

Serv. He hath ribands of all the colours i' the rain- 
bow ; points, more than all the lawyers in Bohemia can 
learnedly handle, though they come to him by ihe 
gross; inkles,' caddisses, cambrics, lawns; why, he 
sings them over, as they were gods or goddesses; you 
would think a smock were a she-angel : he so chants to 
the sleeve-hand, and the work about the square on *t. 

Clo, Prithee, bring him in; and let him approach 
singing. 

Per. Forewarn him, that he use no scurrilous words 
in his tunes. 

Clo, Ton have of these pedlars, that have more in 
thcni than you 'd think, sister. 

Per. Ay, good brother, or go about to think. 

£nter Autolycus, singing. 

Lawn, as white as driven snow ; 
Cvprus, black as e'er was crow ; 
Gloves, as sweet as damask roses ; 
Masks for faces, and for noses ; 
Bagle-braeefet, necklace-amber. 
Perfume for a lady's chamber : 
Golden quoifs, and stomaoherft, 
' For my lads to give their dears ; 



* T\\e fadings was a dance. 
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Pios, and pokiiig-sticks of steel. 
What maids lack from head to heel : 

Gome, buy of me, come ; come buy, come buy ; 

Buy, lads, or else your lasses cry : Come, bay. 

Clo. If I were not in love -with Mopsa, thou shouldBt 
take no money of me ; but being enthralled aa I amy it 
will also be the bondage of certain ribands and gloves. 

Mop, I was' promised them against the feast ; but 
they come not too late now. 

Dor. He hath promised you more than that, or there 
be liars. 

Mop. He hath paid you all he promised you : may 
be, he has paid you more ; which will shame you to 
give him again. 

Clo. Iff there no mamiers left among maids 9 will 
they wear their plackets, where they should bear their 
faces ? Is there not milking-time, when you are going 
to bed, or kiln-hole, to whistle of these secrets ; but you 
must be tittle-tattling before all our guests ? 'T is well 
they are whispering : Glamour your tongues,* and not 
a word more. 

Mop. I have done. Come;, you promised me a taw- 
dry lace, and a pair of sweet gloves. 

Clo. Have I not told thee how I was cozened by the 
way, and lost all my money ? 

Aut. And, indeed, sir, there are cozeners abroad; 
therefore' it behoves men to be wary. 

Clo. Fear not thou, man, thou slialt lose nothing here. 

A%U, I hope BO, sir; for I have about me many par- 
cels of charge. 

Clo. What hast here % ballads? 

Mop. Pray now, buy some : I love a ballad in print, 
a'-life ; for then we are sure they are true. 

Aut. Here *s one to a very doleful tune, How a 

* Clamour yom tongues. Narea says the '* expression is 
taken from bell-ringing ; it is now contracted to dam, and in 
that form is common among ringers." 
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uBorer^s wife vas brought to bed of twenty money-bags 
at a burthen ; and how she longed to eat adders' heads, 
and toads carbonadoed. 

Mop. Is it true, think you? 

Aut. Very true ; and but a month old. 

Dor. Bless me from marrying a usurer ! 

Aut. Here *s the midwife's name to % one mistress 
Taleporter ; and five or six honest wives that were pre- 
sent : Why should I carry lies abroad ¥ 

Mop. *Pray you now, buy it. 

Clo. Come on, lay it by : And let *s first see more 
ballads ; we *11 buy the other things anon. 

Aid. Here 's another ballad, Of a fish, that appeared 
upon the coast, on Wednesday the fourscore of April, 
forty thousand fathom above water, and sung this ballad 
against the hard hearts of maids : it was thought she 
was a woman, and was turned into a cold fish, for she 
would not exchange flesh with one that loved her : The 
ballad is very pitiful, and as true. 

Dor. Is it true too, think you? 

Aut. Five justices' hands at it j and witnesses, more 
than my pack will hold. 

Clo. Lay it by too : Another. 

Aut. This is a merry ballad ; but a very pretty one. 

Mcp. Let 's have somS merry ones, 

Aut. Why, this is a passing merry one ; and goes to 
the tune of ^ Two maids wooing a man f there 's scarce 
a maid westward, but she sings it ; ^t is in request, I 
can tell you. 

Mcp. We can both aing it ; if thou It bear a part^ 
thou shalt hear ; 't is in three parts. 

Dor. We had the tune on 't a month ago. 

Aut. 1 can bear my j^ ; you must know, *t is my 
occupation : have at it with you. 

SONG. 

A, Get yoQ hence, for I must go ; 
Where it fits not yon to know. 
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D. Whither? 

M, O, whither ? 

D. Whither? 

Ar. It becomes thv oath full well. 

Thou to me thy secrets tell : 
D. Me too, let me go thither. 

M. Or thou-go'st to the grange, or mill : 
J). Ifto either, thou dost Ul. 
A, Neither. 
D. What, neither ? 
A. Neither. 

Z>. Thou hast sworu my love to be t 
Af. Tiion hast sworn it more to me : 
Then, whither go'bt ? say, whither ? 

Clo. We *n have this song out anon by ounelveB : 
My &ther and the gentlemen are in sad talk, and we 11 
not trouble them : Come, bring away thy pack after 
me. Wenches, I 'U buy for you both : — Pedlar, let '« 
have the first choice. — ^Follow me, girls. 

Aut. And you shall pay well for ^em. lA9id$* 

Will you buy any tape. 
Or lace for your cape, 
My dainty duck, my dear-a ' 
Any silk, any thread. 
Any toys for your heail. 
Of the new'st. and fin'st, ftn'st wear-a ? 
Come to the pedlar ; 
Money 's a medler, 
Tliat doth utter all men*8 ware-a. 

[Exeunt Clo., Aut., Dok., and Mop. 
Enter a Servant 
Serv. Master, there is three carters, three shepherds^ 
three neatherds, three swineherds, tiiat have made them* 
selves all men of hair ; they call themselves saltien : 
and tliey have a dance which the wenches say is a 
gallimaufry "^ of gambols, because they axe not in *t ; 
but they themselves are o' the mind, (if it be not too 
rough for some, that know little but bowling,) it will 
please plentifully. 

* Oalltmaufry — a confused heap of things. 
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Shtp. Away ! we 'U none on H ; here has been too 
much homely foolery already ; — I know, sir, we weary 
you. 

PoL You weary those that refresh us : Pray, let *s 
see these four threes of herdsmen. 

Serv, One three of them, by their own report^ sir, hath 
danced before the king ; and not tlie worst of the three 
but jumps twelve foot and a half by the squire. * 

Shep. Leave your prating : since these good men are 
pleased, let them come in ; but quickly now. 

Serv. Why, they stay at door, sir. [Exit. 

Re-enter Servant, mt/t^ Twelve Rustics, habited like 
Satyrs. They dance, and then exeunt. 

Pol. O, &tlier, you *11 know more of that hereaf- 
ter.—^ 
Is it not too far gone f — ^'T is time to part them. — 
He 's simple and tells much. lAside.'] — How now, 

fair shepherd? 
Your heart is full of something that does take 
Your mind from feasting. Sooth, when I was young, 
And handed love as you do, I was wont 
To load my she with knacks : I would have mosack^d 
The pedlar's silken treasury, and' have pourM it 
To her acceptance ; you have let him go 
And nothing marted with him : If your lass 
Interpretation should abuse, and call this 
Your lack of love or bounty, you were straited 
For a reply, at least, if you make a care 
Of happy holding her. 

Flo. Old sir, I know 

She prizes not such trifles as these are : 
The gifts she looks from me are pack'd and locked 

' Sqnire — foot-rale. 

b During the dance Polixenes and the Shepherd have liOsn 
eouTersing ai>art, and this is a continuation or their supposeil 
dialogue. 
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Up in my heart; which I have given alreedv, 

But not deliver^cL — O, hear me breathe my life 

Before this ancient air, who, it should seem, 

Hath sometime lov'd : I take thy hand ; this hand, 

As soft as dove^s down, and as white as it : 

Or Ethiopiah^s tooth, or the fanned snow, 

That *s bolted by the northern blasts twice o*er. 

Pol. What follows this?— 
How prettily the young swain seems to wash 
The hand was fair before !— I have put you out :— 
But to your protestation ; let me hear 
What you profess. 

Flo, Do, and be witness to *t 

Pol. And this my neighbour too? 

Flo, And he, and more 

Than he, and men ; the earth, the heavens, and all : 
That, were I crowned the most impoial monarch, 
Thereof most worthy ; were I the fairest youth 
That ever made eye swerve; had fbrce^ and knowledge, 
More than was ever man% I would not priae them, 
Without her love : for her, employ them (dl ; 
Commend them, and condemn them, to her service, 
Or to their own perdition. 

Pol. Fairly oflferM. 

Cam. This shows a sound affection. 

Shep. But, my daughter, 

Say you the like to him ? 

Per. I cannot speak 

So well, nothing so well ; ho, nor mean better : 
By the pattern of mine own thoughts I cut out 
The purity of his. 

S^. Take hands, a bargain ;— 

And, friends unknown, you shall bear witness to \ l 
I give my daughter to him, and will make 
Her portion equal his. 

Flo. O, that must be 

r the virtue of your daughter : one being dead, 
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I shall have more than you can dream of yet ; 
Enough then for your wonder : But, come on, 
Contract us 'fore these witnesses. 

Shep, Come, your band ; 

And, daughter, yours. 

Pol, Soft, swain, awhile, ^beseech you ; 

Have you a iatherf 

Flo. I have : But what of him ? 

Pol. Knows he of this? 

Flo. He neither does, nor shall. 

Pol. Methinks, a father 
Is, at the nuptial of his son, a guest 
TImt best becomes the table. Pray you, once more ; 
Is not your father grown incapable 
Of reasonable afikirs ? is he not stupid 
With age, §nd altering rheums? Can he speak I hear? 
Know man from man? dispute his own estate? 
Lies he not bed-rid ? and again does nothing. 
But what he did being childish ? 

Fle% No, good sir ; 

He has his health, and ampler strength, indeed, 
Tiian most have of his age. 

Pol. By my white beard, 

Tou offer him, if this be so, a wrong 
Something unfilial : Reason, my son 
Should choose himself a wife ; but as good reason, 
The father (all whose joy is nothing else 
But fair posterity) should hold some counsel 
In such a business. 

Fh. I yield all this ; 

But, for some other reasons, my grave sir. 
Which H is not fit you know, I not acquaint 
My father of this business. 

Pol. Let him know % 

Flo. He shall not. 

Pol. Prithee, let him. 

Flo No, he must not 



d by Google 



7d A WINTER'S TALE. [Act IV. 

Slup* Let him, my 8od ; he shall not need to grieve 
At knowing of thy choice. 

Fh. Come^ come, he must not :— 

Mark our contract. 

Pol. Mark your divorce, young sir, 

[Discovering himself, 
Whom son I dare not call ; thou art too base 
To be acknowledged : Thou a sceptre's heir, 
Tliat thus affect'st a sheephook ! — ^Thou old traitor, 
I am sorry, that, by hanging thee, I can 
But shorten thy life one week. — And thou, fresh piece 
Of excellent witchcraft, who, of force, must know 
The royal food thou cop st with ; — 

Shep, O, my lieart ! 

Pol. I '11 have thy beauty scratcird with brian, and 
made 
More homely than thy state. — ^For thee, fond boy, 
If I may ever know thou dost but sigh 
That thou no more shalt never see*^ this knack, (as nevet 
I mean thou shalt,) we 11 bar thee from succession ; 
Not hold thee of our blood, no, not our kin. 
Far than Deucalion off. — Mark thou my words ; 
Follow us to the court — ^Thou churl, for this tim^ , 
Though full of our displeasure, yet we free thee 
From the dead blow of it — ^And you, enchantment, 
Worthy enough a herdsman ; yea, him too, 
That makes himself, but for our honour therein, 
Unworthy thee^ — if ever, henceforth, thou 
These rural latches to his entrance open. 
Or hoop his body more with thy embraces, 
I will devise a death as cruel for thee 
As thou art tender to 't [ExU* 

Per, Even here undone ! 

I was not much afeard : for once, or twice, 
I was about to speak ; and tell him plainly, 
The self-same sun that shines upon his court 

» The doQ]l>le negative is characteristic of Shakspere's time. 
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Hides not his visage from our cottage, but 
Looks on alike. — Will 't please you, sir, be gone? [ft) Flo. 
I told you what would come of this : ^B^eech you, 
Of your own state take care : this dream of mine. 
Being now awake, I '11 queen it no inch farther, 
But milk my ewes, and weep. 

Cam. Why, how now, father! 

Speak, ere thou diest. 

Shep. I cannot speak, nor think. 

Nor dare to know that which I know.—- O, «ir, [to Flo. 
You have undone a man of fourscore three. 
That thought to fill his grave in quiet ; yea, 
To die upon the bed my father died, 
To lie close by his honest bones : but now 
Some hangman must put on my shroud, and lay me 
Where no priest shovels in dust.— O cursed wretch ! 

\to Perdita. 
That knew'st this was the prince, and wouldst adventure 
To mingle faith with him. — ^Undone ! imdone ! 
If I might die within this hour, I have liv'd 
To die when I desire. [Exit, 

Flo. Why look you so upon me? 

I am bttt sorry, not afeard ; delayed, 
But nothing alter'd : What I was, I am : 
More straining on, for plucking back ; not following 
My leash unwillingly. 

Cam. Grracious my lord. 

You know your father's temper : at this time 
He will allow no speech, — which, I do guess, 
You do not purpose to him ; — and as hardly 
Will he endure your sight as yet, I fear : 
Thai, till the fury of his highness settle, 
Come not before him. 

Flo. I not purpose it. 

I think, Gamillo. 

Cam. Even he, my lord. 

Per. How often have I told you ^t would be thus I 

VOL. IV. F 
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How oilen said, my dienity would last 
Bat till 't were known! 

Flo, It cannot fail, bat by 

The violation of my faith : And then 
Let nature crush the sides o' the earth together. 
And mar the seeds within! Lift up thy looks : 
From my succession wipe me, father ! I 
Am heir to my affection. 

Cam, Be advised. 

Flo, I am ; and by my fancy : • if my reason 
Will thereto be obedient, I hav^ reason ; 
If not, my senses, better pleas'd with madness, 
Do bid it welcome. 

Cam, This is desperate^ sir. 

Flo, So call It : but it does fuiei my vow; 
I needs must think it honesty. Camillo, 
Not for Bohemia, nor the pomp that may 
Be thereat glean'd ; for all the sun sees, or 
The close earth wombs, or the profound seas hide 
In unknown fathoms, will I break my oatii 
To this my fair belov'd : Therefore^ I pray you. 
As you have ever been my father's honoured friend. 
When he shall miss me, (as, in faith, I meim not 
To see him any more,) cast your good counsels 
Upon his passion : Let myself and fortune 
Tug for the time to come. This you may know^ 
And so deliver, — I am put to sea 
With her, whom here I cannot hold en shore ; 
And, most opportune to her need,^ I have 
A vessel rides fast by, but not prepared 
For this design. What course I mean to hold 
Shall nothing benefit your knowledge, nor 
Concern me the reporting. 

Cam. . O, my lord, 

I would your spirit were easier for advice. 
Or stronger for your need. 
• Fancy— love. •• Her ne«t— the need ve have of her. 
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Flo. Hark, Perdita. [Takes her ande, 

1 11 hear you by and by. Uo Cahillo. 

Cam. , He 's irremoTeable, 

Resolved for flight : now were I happy, if 
His going I coiild frame to serve my turn ; 
Save him from danger, do him lore and honour ; 
Purchase the sight again of dear Sicilia, 
And that unhappy king, my master, whom 
I so much thirst to see. 

Flo, Now, good Camillo, 

I am so fraught with cmious business, tiiat 
I leare out ceremony. [Going. 

Cam. Sir, I think, 

You have heard of my poor services, i* the love 
That I have borne your father? 

Flo. Very nobly 

Have you deserv'd : it is my father's music, 
To speak your deeds ; not little of his care 
To have them recompensed as thought on. 

Cam, Well, my lord, 

If you may please to think I love the king. 
And, through him, what is nearest to him, which ii 
Tour gracious self, embrace but my direction, 
(If your more ponderous and settled project 
May suffer alteration,) on mine honour 
III point you where you shall have such receiving 
As sasdl become your highness ; where you may 
Enjoy your mistress ; (from the whom, I sce^ 
There *s no disjunction to be made, but by, 
As Heavens forfend ! your ruin \\ marry her; 
And (with my best endeavours, m your absence) ^ 
Tour discontenting fother strive to qualify, 
And bring him up to liking. 

Fh. How, Camillo, 

May this, almost a miracle, be done ? 
That I may call thee something more than man, 
And, after that, trust to thee. 
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Cam, Have you tliouglit on 

A place, whereto you '11 go ? 

Flo. Not any yet : 

But as the unthought-on accident is guilty 
To what we wildly do, so we profess 
Ourselves to be the slaves of chance, and flies 
Of every wind that blows. 

Cam. Tlieu list to me : 

This foUowSj — if you will not change yout purpose, 
But undergo this flight,— make for Sicilia ; 
And there present yourself, and your fair princess, 
(For so, I see, she must be,) 'fore Lebntes ; 
She shall be habited as it becomes 
The partner of your bed. Methinks, I see 
Leontes, opening his free arms, and weeping 
His welcomes forth : asks thee, the son, forgiveness^ 
As 't were T the father's person : kisses the hands 
Of your fresh princess : o'er and o'er divides him 
Twixt his unkindness and his kindness ; the one 
He chides to hell, and bids the other grow 
Faster than thought or time. 

no. Worthy Camillo, 

What colour for my visitation shall I 
Hold up before him ? 

Cam, Sent by the king your father 

To greet him, and to give him comforts. Sir, 
The manner of your bearing towards him, with 
What you, as ftim your father, shall deliver. 
Things Imown betwixt us threes I '11 write you 

down : 
The which shall point you forth at every sitting 
What you must say ; tiiat he shall not perceive, 
But that you have your father's bosom tnere. 
And speak his very heart. 

Flo. I am liound io you : 

Thei-e is some sap in this. 

Cam. A course more promising 
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Than a wild dedication of yourselves 

To unpath'd wateis, undreamed shores ; most cer* 

- tain, 
To miseries enough : no hope to help you : 
Bat, as you sliake off one, to take anotim : 
Nothing so certain as your anchors ; who 
Do their best office, if they can hut stay you 
Where you *11 be loth to be : Besides, you know, 
Prosperity 's the very bond of lore ; 
Whose fresh complexion and whose heart togetlier 
Affliction alters. 

Per. One of these is true : 

I think affliction may subdue the cheek, 
But not take in the mind. 

Cam, Yea, say you so? 

There shall not, at your iather^s house» these seven 

years, 
Be bom anotiier such. 

Flo, My good Camillo, 

She is as forward of her breeding, as 
She is r the rear of our birth. 

Cam. I cannot say, ^t is pity 

She lacks instructions ; for she seems a mistress 
To most that teach. 

Per, Your pardon, sir, for this : 

1 11 blush you thanks. 

Flo, My prettiest Perdita ! — 
But, O, the thorns we stand upon ! — Camillo, — 
Preserver of my father, now of me ; 
The medicine of our house ! — ^how shall we dot 
We are not furnished like Bohemia's son ; 
Nor shall appear in Sicilia 

Cam, Mj lord. 

Fear none of this : I think you know my fortunes 
Do all lie there : it shall be so my care 
To have you royally appointed, as if 
The seene you play were mine. For instance, sir, 
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That you may know you shall not want, — one 
word. iThey talk aside. 

Enter Autolycus. 

Aut. Ha, ha ! what a fool honesty is ! and trust, bis 
sworn brother, a very simple gentleman ! I have sold 
all my trumpery ; not a counterfeit stone, not a riband^ 
glass, pomander, brooch, table>book, ballad, knif^ tape^ 
glove, shoe-tie, bracelet hom-ring, to keep my pack 
from fasting ; they throng who should buy first, as if 
my trinkets had been hallowed, and brought a bene- 
diction to the buyer: by which means I saw whose 
purse was best in picture ; and what I saw, to my good 
use I remembered. My clown (who wants but some- 
thing to be a reasonable man) grew so in love with the 
wenches^ song, that he would not stir his pettitoes till 
he had both tune and words ; which so drew the rest of 
the herd to me, that all their other senses stuck in ears : 
you might have pinched a placket, it was senseless ; 
*t was nothing to geld a codpiece of a purse ; I would 
have filed keys off tiiat hung in chains : no hearing, no 
feeling, but my sir's song, and admiring the nothing 
of it. So that, in this time of lethargy, I picked and 
cut most of their festival purses : and had not the old 
man come in witii a wboobub against his daughter and 
the king's son, and scared my choughs from the chafi^ 
I had not left a purse alive in the whole army. 

[Cam., Flo., and Pbr. come forwards 

Cam. Nay, but my letters by this means being there 
So soon as you arrive, shall clear that doubt. 

Flo. And those that you '11 procure from king 
Leontes — 

Cam, Shall satisfy your fatlier. 

Ter, Happy be you ! 

All that you speak shows fair. 

Cam, Who have we here t— 

\Seeing AuTOLTCiTfl. 



d by Google 



8CB1CS III.] ▲ WiNTBR'S TAL& 8» 

We '11 make an instrument of this ; omit 
Nothing may give us aid. 

Attt. If they have ovetheard me now, why, 

hangmg. ^Ande, 

Cam. How now, good fellow 9 why shakest thou so? 
Fear not, man ; hare "s no harm intezuied to thee. 

Aut. I am a poor fellow, sir. 

Cam. Why, he so still ; here *s nobody will steal 
that from thee : Yet^ for the outside of thy poverty we 
must make an exchange: therefor^ disease thee in- 
stantly, (thou must thmk there ^s a necessity in \^ 
and change garments with this gentleman: Though 
the pennywortii, on his side, be the worst, yet hold thee, 
there "s some boot. 

AuL I am a poor fellow, sir : — ^I know ye well 
enough. [AHd$, 

Cam* Nay, prithee, despatch : the gentleman is half 
flay*d already. 

Aut. Are you in earnest, sir? — I smell the trick 
on 't. — [Aside, 

Flo. Despatch, I prithee. 

Aut» Indeed, I have had earnest ; but I cannot with 
oonscience take it. 

Cam. Unbuckle, unbuckle. — 

[Flo. and Aut. exchange garmenU, 
Fortunate mistress, — ^let my prophecy 
Come home to you ! — you must retire yourself 
Into some covert ; take your sweetheart's hat, 
And pluck it o'er your brows ; muffle your &Ge i 
Dismantle you ; and, as you can, disliken 
The truth of your own seeming ; that you may 
rFor I do fear eyes over you) to shipboard 
Get nndescried. 

Per. I see the play so lies 

That I must bear a part. 

Cam. No remedy.— 

Have yoa done there? 
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Flo- Should I DOW meet my father, 

He would not call me son. 

Cam, ^^7) yo^ s^^^ )aai7e no bat : 

Gome, lady, come. — ^Farewell, my friend. 

Aut. Adieu, «ir 

Flo. O Perdita, what have we twain forgot! 
Pray you, a word. [They converse apart 

Cam, What I do next shall be, to tell <he king [Atide, 
Of this escape, and whither they are bound ; 
Wherein, my hope is, I shall so prevail 
To force him after ; in whose com^y 
I shall review Sicilia ; for whose sight 
I have a woman's longing. 

Flo, Fortune speed us !— 

Thus we set on, Gamillo, to the sea-side. 

Cam, The swifter speed the better. 

[Exeunt Flo., Pkb., and Gam. 

Aut, I understand the business, I hear it : To have 
an open ear, a quick eye, and a nimble hand, is neces- 
sary for a cutpurse; a good nose is requisite also^ to 
smell out work for the other senses. I see this is the time 
that the imjust man doth thrive. What an exchange 
had this been, without boot ! what a boot is here, witii 
this exchange ! Sure, the gods do this year connive at 
us, and we may do anything extempore. The prince 
himself is about a piece of iniquity; stealing away 
from his father, with his clog at his heels : If I thought 
it were a piece of honesty to acquaint the king withal, 
I would not do*t: I hold it the more knavery to 
conceal it: and therein am I constant to my pro- 
fession* 

Enter Clown and Shepherd. 

Aside, aside; — here is more matter for a hot brain: 
Every lane's end, every shop, church, session, hanging, 
yields a careful man work. 

Clo, See, see ; what a man you are now ! there is no 
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other way bat to tell the king she *s a changeling, and 
none of your flesh and blood. 

8h^. Nay, bat hear me. 

Clo. Nay, but hear me. 

SAep. Go to then. 

Clo, She being none of your flesh and blood, yoar 
flesh and blood has not ofiended the king ; and, so, your 
flerii and blood is not to be punished by him. Show 
those tilings you found about her ; those secret things, 
all but what she has with her : This being done^ let the 
law go whistle ; I warrant you. 

Sh^. I will tell the king all, erery word ; yea, and 
his son*8 pranks too ; who, I may say, is no honest man 
neither to his father, nor io me, to go about to make me 
the king's lNX>ther^in-law. 

Clo, Indeed, brothexwin-law was the farthest off you 
could have beoi to him; and then your blood had been 
Ae dearer, by I know how much an ounce. 

Aut. Very wisely ; puppies ! [Aside, 

Shtp, Well; let us to the king; there is that in this 
fardel will make him scratch hirbeard. 

Aut 1 know not what impediment this complaint 
may be to the flight of my master. 

Clo, 'Pray heartily he be at palace. 

Aut, Though I am not naturally honest, I am sc 
sometimes by chance : — Let me pocket up my pedlar's 

excrement [ToA^a off hia false beard.^ How now, 

rustics ? whither are you bound ? 

Shep. To the palace, an it like your worship. 

Aui, Your affairs there; what; with whom; the 
condition of that fardel ; the place of your dwelling ; 
your names ; your ages ; of what having,* breeding ; 
and anything tliat is fitting to be known, discover. 

Clo, We are but^lain fellows, sir. 

Aut, A lie; you are rough and hairy : I^et me have 

* ^otrfn^-^estate. 
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no lying; it becomes none but tndeimen, and tksy 
often give us soldiers the lie : bat we pay them ix it 
wid) stamped coin, not stabbing steel ; therefore they 
do not give us the lie.* 

Clo. Your worship had like to have given us one^ if 
you had not taken younelf with the manner.^ 

Sh^, Are you a courtier^ an 't like you, sir f 

Aid, Whedier it like me^ or no, I am a courtier. 
See^st thou not the air of the ooort in these enfbldingsf 
hath not my gait in it the measure of the court f re- 
ceives not thy nose court-odour from mef reflect I not 
on thy baseness, court-contempt f Tfaink^st thoo, for 
that I insinuate or toze ftom thee thy business, I am 
therefore no courtier 9 I am courtier cap-a-pi^; and 
one that will either push on or pluck back thy business 
there : whereupon I command thee to opoi thy afiair. 

Shqf, My business, sir, is to the king. 

Ata. What advocate hast tiiou to him? 

Ship. 1 know not, an 't like you. 

Clo. Advocate *s the court-word for a pheasant; say, 
you have none. 

Shep. None, sir ; I have no pheasant, cock nor hen. 

AtU. How blessed are we that are not simple men ! 
Yet nature might have made me as these are^ 
Therefore I '11 not disdain. 

Clo. This cannot be but a great courtier. 

Shep. His garments are ridb, but he wean them not 
handsomely. 

Clo. He seems to be the more noble in bdng fimtas- 
tical : a great man, I *11 warrant ; I know by the pick- 
ing on 's teeth. 

Aut. The fardel there f what *s V the fardel 9 
Wherefore that box f 

Shep. Sir, there lies such secrets^ this lardel and 

• As they are paid for lying, they do not give x» the lie. 
^ ^th t^nuMJKT^in the tUA, 
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boZy which none mtut Itvow but the king ; and which 
he ahaU know wilhin this hour, if I may come to the 
i^eech of him. 

AuL Age, thou hast lost thy labour. 

Shep. Why, sir « 

Ant. The lung is not at the palace: he is gone 
aboard a new slup to purge melancholy, and air him- 
self: Forif thoube^st capable of things serious, thou 
must know the king is full of grief. 

Shep. So *t is said, sir, about his son, that should 
have married a shepherd^s daughter. 

Aid. If that shepherd be not in hand-fast, let him 
fly ; the corses he shall hare, the tortures he shall feel, 
will break the back of man, the heart of monster. 

Clo, TOnnk you so, sir? 

AtU. Not he alone shall suffer what wit can make 
heavy, and vengeance bitter ; but those that are ger* 
mane to him, though removed fifty times, shall all come 
mider the hangman : which though it be great pity, 
yet it is necessary. An old sheep-whistling rogue, a 
ram- tender, to offer to have his daughter come into 
grace! Some say, he idiall be stoned; but that death 
is too soft for him, say I: Draw our throne into a 
sheep-cote ! all deaths are too few, the sharpest too easy. 

Cio. Has the old man e'er a son, sir, do you hear, 
an 't like yon, sir f 

Ant, He has a son, who shall be flayed alive ; then, 
*nointed over with honey, set on the head of a wasp> 
nest ; then stand, till he be three quarters and a draun 
dead ; then recovered again with aqua-vitae, or some 
other hot infusion ; then, raw as he is, and in the hot- 
test day prognostication proclaims, shall he be set 
against a brick wall, the sun looking with a southward 
eye upon him, where he is to behold him with flies 
blown to death. But what talk we of these traitorly 
rascals, whose miseries are to be smiled at, their offences 
being so capital? Tell me (for you seem to be honest 
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plain men) what you have to the king : being some- 
thing gently considered, 1 11 bring you wnere he is 
aboard, tender your persons to hi^ presence, whisper him 
in your behalfs ; and, if it be in .man, besides the king, 
to effect your suits, here is man shall do it. 

. do. He seems to be of great authority : close with 
him, give him gold ; and though authority be a stub- 
bom bear, yet he is oft led by the nose wi<li gold ; 
show the inside of your purse to the outside of liis 
hand, and no more ado : Remember, stoned and flayed 
alive ! 

Shep. An 't please you, sir, to undertake the business 
f jr us, here is that gold I have : 1 11 make it as much 
more ; and leave this young man in pawn till I bring 
it you. 

Atd, After I have done what I promised? 

Shep. Ay, sir. 

Aut. Well, give me the moiety : — ^Are you a party 
in this business? 

Clo. In some sort, sir : but though my case be a piti- 
fill one, I hope I shall not be flayed out of it. 

Atii. O, that *s the case of the shepherd's son : — 
Hang him, be 11 be made an example. 

Clo. Comfort, good comfort : we must to tlie king, 
and show our strange sights : he must know H is none 
of your^daughter, nor my sister ; we are gone else. Sir, 
I will give you as much as this old man does, when 
the business is performed ; and remain, as he says, your 
liawn till it be brought you. 

At(t. I will trust you. Walk before toward the sea- 
side ; go on the right hand ; I will but look upon the 
hedge, and follow you. 

Clo. We are blessed in this man, as I may say, even 
blessed. 

Shep. Let *s before, as he bids us : he was provided 
to do us good. [Exetint Shepherd and Clown. 

Aut. If I«had a mind to be honesty I see Fortune 
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would not suffer me ; she drops booties in my mouth. I 
am courted now with a double occasion ; gold, and a 
means to do the prince my master good ; which, who 
knows how that may turn back to my advancement ? 
I will bring these two moles, these blind ones, aboard 
him : if he think it fit to shore them again, and that the 
complaint they have to the king concerns him nothing, 
let hun call me rogue for being so far officious ; for I am 
proof against that title, and what shame else belongs 
to 't : To him will I present them ; there may be mat- 
ter in it. [ExiL 
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ACT V. 

BCENK I.— Sicilia. A Room in the Palace of 
Leontes. 

Mnter Lsontes, Gleomenes, Dion, Paulina, and 
others, 

Cleo, Sir, you have done enough, and have perfonn'ti 
A saint-like sorrow : no fault could you make 
VThich you have not redeemed ; indeed, paid down 
More penitence than done trespass : At the last 
Do, as the Heavens have done ; forget your evil ; 
With them, forgive yourself. 

Leon, Whilst I remember 

Her, and her virtues, I cannot forget 
My blemishes in them ; and so still think of 
The wrong I did myself : which was so much, 
That heirless it hath made my kingdom ; and 
Destroy'd the sweetest companion that e'er man 
Bred his hopes out of. 

Paid. True, too true, my lord : 

If, one by one, you wedded all the world. 
Or, from the all that are took something good, 
To make a perfect woman, she, you kill'd. 
Would be unparalleled. 

Leon, I think so. Kill'd* 

She I kiird! I did so : but thou strik'st me 
Sorely, to say I did ; it is as bitter 
Upon thy tongue as in my thought. Now, good nowy 
Say so but seldom. 

Cleo. Not at all, good lady ; 

You might have spoken a thousand things that would 
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Have done the time more benefit^ and giac*d 
Your kindness better. 

PavL You are one of those 

Would have him wed again. 

Dion. If you would not so. 

You pity not the state, nor the remembrance 
Of his most sovereign name ; consider little, 
What dangers, by bos highness* fail of issue, 
Kay drop upon his kingdom, and devour 
Incertain lookers-on. What were more holy 
Than to rejoice the former queen is well f * 
What holier than, — ^for royalty's repair, 
For present comfort and for future good, — 
To bless the bed of majesty again 
With a sweet fellow to 't « 

Paul. There is none worthy. 

Respecting her that 's gone. Besides, the gods 
Will have fulfilled their secret purposes : 
For has not the divine Apollo said, 
Is 't not the tenor of his oracle. 
That king Leontes shall not have an heir 
Till his lost child be found? which, that it shall, 
Is all as monstrous to our human reason^ 
As my Antigonus to break his grave^, 
And come again to me ; who, on my life^ 
Did perish with the infant. ^ is your counsel 
My iatd should to the Heavens be contrary, 
Oppose against their wills. — Care not for issue ; [to Lxon; 
The crown will find an heir : Ghreat Alexander 
Left his to the worthiest ; so his successor 
Was like to be the best 

Leon, Good Paulina, — 

Who hast the memory of Hermione, 

* In ' Antoay and Cleopatra' we have an explanation ef Av 
text>— 

" We uge to say, the dead are well.** 
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I know, in honoiir, — 0, that ever I 

Had gquar'd me to thy cotinsel! then, even now, 

I might have look'd upon my (j^ueen's full eyes : 

Have taken treasure from her lips, . , , ^ , 

. * Paul, ^^ *^^ *"*"* 

More rich, for what they yielded. , , . ^ ,, 

X^Qn^ Thou gpeak'st truth. 

No more such wives ; therefore, no wife : one worse, 
And better us'd, would make her sainted spirit 
Again possess her corps ; and, on this stage, ^ 
(Where we oflenders now,) appear, soul-vex d, 
And begin, « Why to me I " 

Paul. Had she such power. 

She had just cause. 

Leon, She had ; and would incense me 

To murther her I married. 

Paul 1 should so : 

Were I the ghost that walk'd, I 'd bid you mark 
Her eye ; and tell me, for what dull part in t 
You chose her : then I 'd shriek, that even your ean 
Should rift to hear me ; and the words that follow d 
Should be, ** Remember mine ! " 

Leon. . Stars, stars. 

And all eyes else dead coals!— fear thou no wife, 
I '11 have no wife, Paulina. 

Paul, Will you swear 

Never to marry, but by my free leave ? 

Leo7t. Never, Paulina : so be bless d my spint ! 

Paul. Then, good my lords, bear witness to bn 
oath, — 

Cleo. You tempt him over-much. 

Paul. Unless another, 

As like Hermione as is her picture, 
Affront his eye ; — ^* 

» The vehemence of Paulina overbears the interruption of 
CleomeneB, and he says, *• I have done." 
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Ciu). Gtx)d madam, I bave done. 

Paul, Yet, if my lord wili marry, — if you will, 
No remedy but you will ; give me Uie office 
To choose you a queen ; she shall not be so young 
As was your former ; but siie shall be such 
As, walk'd your first queen's ghost, it should take joy 
To see her in your arms. 

Leon, My true Paulina, 

We sliall not marry till thou bidd'st us. 

Fata. Tliat 

Sliall be, when your first queen 's again in breatli ; 
Never till then. 

Entm' a Gentleman. 

Gent. One that gives out himself prince Florizel, 
Son of Polixenes, with his princess, (she 
The fairest I have yet beheld,) desires access 
To your high presence. 

Lewi. What with him % he comes not 

Like to liis father's greatness : his approach, 
So out of circumstance and sudden, tells us 
'T is not a visit&tion fram'd, but forc'd 
By need and accident. What train ? 

Gent. But few, 

And those but mean. 

jLeo9i. His princess, say you, with him ? 

Gent. Ay, the most peerless piece of earth, I think, 
That e'er the sun shone bright on. 

Taul. O Hermione, 

As every present time doth boast itself 
Above a better, gone, so must thy grave 
Give way to what 's seen now. Sir, you yourself 
Have said, and writ so, (but your writing now 
Is colder than that theme,) '^ She had not been. 
Nor was not to be equall'd ;*' — thus your verse 
VOL. IV. o 
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Flow'd with her beauty once ; 't is shrewdly ebb^d, ' 
To say you have seen a better. 

Gent, Pardon, madam ; 

The one I have almost forgot ; (your pardon,) 
The other, when she has obtain'd your eye, 
Will have your tongue too. This is a creatur^ 
Would she begin a sect^ might quench the zeal 
Of all professors else ; make proselytes 
Of who she but bid follow. 

PatU. How? not women! 

Gefit. Women will love her, that she is a woman^ 
More worth than any man ; men, that she is 
The rarest of all women. 

Leon. Go, Gleomenes ; 

Yourself, assisted with your honoured friends. 
Bring them to our embracement — Still 't is strange, 

[Exeunt GLEOif enes. Lords, and Gentleman. 
He thus should steal upon us. 

Paul. Had our prince 

(Jewel of children) seen this hour, he had paired 
Well with this lord ; there was not full a month 
Between their births. 

Leon. Prithee, no more ; cease ; thou know'st, 

He dies to me again, when talk'd of: sure. 
When I shall see this gentleman, thy speeches 
Will bring me to consider that which may 
Unfumish me of reason. — ^They are come. — 

Re-enter Cleomsnss, with Florizbl, Perdita, and 
Attendants. 

Your mother was most true to wedlock, prince; 
For she did print your royal father off, 
Conceiving you : Were I but twenty-oM^ 
Your father*8 image is so hit in you. 
His very air, that I should call you brother^ 
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As I did him ; and speak of something, wildly 
By us perform'd before. Most dearly welcome 1 
And your fair princess, goddess ! — O, alas I 
I lost a couple, that 'twixt heaven and earth 
Might thus nave stood, begetting wonder, as 
You, gracious couple, do! and then I lost 
(All mine own folly) the society, 
Amity too, of your brave father; whom, 
Though bearing misery, I desire my life 
Once more to look on him. 

Flo. By his command 

Have I here touch'd Sicilia : and from him 
Give you all greetings, that a king, at friend^ 
Can send his brother : and, but infirmity 
(Which waits upon worn times) hath something seiz'd 
His wish'd ability, he had himself 
The lands and waters ^twixt your throne and his 
Measured to look upon you ; whom he loves 
(He bade me say so) more than all the sceptres, 
And those that bear them, living. 

Leon. O, my brother, 

(Grood gentleman !) the wrongs I have done thee stir 
Afresh within me ; and these thy offices. 
So rarely kind, are as interpreters 
Of my behind-hand slackness ! — Welcome hither, 
As is the spring to the earth. And hath he too 
Exposed this paragon to the feaiful usage 
(At leasts imgentle) of the dreadful Neptune, 
To greet a man not worth her pains ; much less 
The adventure of her person ? 

Flo. Good my lord. 

She came from Libya. 

Leon, Where the warlike Smalus, 

That noble honour'd lord, is fear'd and lov'd % 

Flo. Most royal sir, from thence ; from him, whose 
daughter 
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His tears proclaim'd liis, parting with her ; thence 
(A prosperous south-wind friendly) we have cross'd, 
To execute the charge my father gave me, 
For visiting your highness : My best train 
I have from your Sicilian shores dismiss'd ; 
Who for Bohemia bend, to signify 
Not only my success in Libya, sir. 
But my arrival, and my wife's, in safety 
Here, where we are. 

Leon. The blessed gods 

Purge all infection from our air, whilst you 
Do climate here ! You have a holy father, 
A graceful gentleman ; against whose person, 
So sacred as it is, I have done sin : 
For which the Heavens, taking angry note, 
Have left me issueless ; and your father 's blejsVl 
(As he from Heaven merits it) with you. 
Worthy his goodness. What might I have been, 
Might I a son and daughter now have look'd on, 
Such goodly things as you ! 

Enter a Lord. 

Lord. Mosl noble sir. 

That which I shall report will bear no credit. 
Were not the proof so nigh. Please you, great sir, 
Bohemia greets you from himself by me : 
Desires you to attach his son ; who has 
(His dignity and duty both cast ofl) 
Ij'led from his father, from his hopes, and with 
A shepherd's daughter. 

Leon. Where 's Bohemia ? speak. 

Lord. Here in your city ; I now came from him ; 
I speak amazedly ; and it becomes 
My marvel, and my message. To your court 
Whiles he was hast'ning, (in the chase, it seems. 
Of this fair couple,) meets he on the way 
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The father of this seeming lady, and 

Her brother, having both their country quitted 

With this young prince. 

Flo. Camillo has betray'd me ; 

Whose honour, and whose honesty, till now, 
Endur'd all weathers. 

Lord. Lay 't so to his charge ; 

He 's with the king your father. 

Leon. Whof Camillo f 

Lord. Camillo, sir ; I spake with him ; who now 
Has these poor men in question. Never saw I 
Wretches so quake : they kneel, they kiss the eartli ; 
Forswear themselves as often as they speak : 
Bohemia stops his ears, and threatens them 
With divers deaths in death. 

Per. O, my poor father ! — 

The Heaven sets spies upon us, will not have 
Our contract celebrated. 

Leon. You are married ? 

Flo. We are not, sir, nor are we like to be ; 
The stars, I see, will kiss the valleys first : — 
Tlie odds for high and low ^s alike. 

Leon. My lord, 

Is this the daughter of a king ? 

Flo, She is, 

When once she is my wife. 

Leon. That once, I see, by your good father's 
speed. 
Will come on very slowly. I am sony, 
Most sorry, you have broken from his liking. 
Where you were tied in duty : and as sorry, 
Your choice is not so rich in worth as beauty. 
That you might well enjoy her. 

Flo. Dear, look up : 

Though Fortune, visible an enemy. 
Should chase us, with my father, power no jot 
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Hath she to change our loves. — "Beseech you, sir, 
Remember since you owM no more to time 
Than I do now : with thought of such affections, 
Step forth mine advocate ; at your request, 
My father will grant precious things as trifles. 

Leon. Would he do so, I "d beg your precious miV 
tress, 
Which he counts but a tpfle. 

Paul, ' Sir, my liege, 

Your eye hath too much youth in *t : not a month 
'Fore your queen died, she was more worth such gazes 
Thau what you look on now. 

Leon, I thought of her. 

Even in these looks I made. — But your petition [to Flo. 
Is yet unanswered : I will to your father ; 
Your honour not overthrown by your desires^ 
I am friend to them, and you : upon which errand 
I now go toward him ; therefore follow me, 
And mark what way I make : Come, good my lord. 

lEiceunt, 

SCENE II.— 7%fl same. Before the Palace. 
Enter Autolyous avid a Gentleman. 

Aut. 'Beseech you, sir, were you present at this rela- 
tion? 

1 Gent I was by at the opening of the fardel ; heard 
the old shepherd deliver the manner how he found it : 
whereupon, after a little amazedness, we were all com- 
manded out of the chamber ; only this, methought I 
heard the shepherd say he found the child. 

Atit. I would most gladly know the issue of it. 

1 Gent. I make a broken delivery of the business :— 
But the changes I perceived in the king and Camillo 
were very notes of admiration: they seemed almost^ 
with staring on one another to tear the cases of their 
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eyes ; there was speech in their dumbness, language in 
their very gesture; they looked as they had heard of a 
world ransomed, or one destroyed : A notable passion 
of wonder appeared in them : but the wisest beholder, 
that knew no more but seeing, could not say if the im- 
portance' were joy or sorrow ; but in the extremity of 
the one it must needs be. 

Enter another 6enileman« 

Here comes a gentleman, that, happily, knows more : 
The news, Rogero ? 

2 Gent. Nothing but bonfires : The oracle is ful- 
filled ; the king^s daughter is found : such a deal of 
wonder is broken out within this hour, that ballad- 
makera cannot be able to express it. 

Enter a third Gentleman. 

Here comes the lady Paulina^s steward ; he can deliver 
you more. — ^How goes it now, sir? this news, which is 
called true, is so like an old tale^ that the verity of it is 
in strong suspicion : Has the king fuimd his heir ? 

3 Gent. Most true ; if ever truth were pregnant by 
circumstance ; that which you hear you 11 swear you 
see, there is such unity in the proofs. The mantle of 
queen Hermione : — her jewel about the neck of it : — 
the letters of Antigonus, found with it, which they know 
to be his character : — the majesty of the creature, in re- 
semblance of the mother ; — tlie affection of nobleness, 
which nature shows above her breeding, — and many 
other evidences, proclaim her, with all certainty, to be 
the king's daughter. Did you see the meeting of the 
two kings f 

2 Gent. No. 

3 Gent. Then have you lost a sights which was to be 
seen, cannot be spoken of. There might you have be- 

* Importance — ^import. 
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held one joy crown another ; so^ and in such manner, 
that it seemed sorrow wept to take leave of them ; for 
their joy waded in tears. There was casting up of eyes, 
holding up of hands ; with countenance of such dis- 
traction, that they were to be known by garment^ not 
by favour. Our king, being ready to leap out of him- 
self for joy of his found daughter ; as if that joy were 
now become a loss, cries, " O, thy mother, thy mother!" 
then asks Bohemia forgiveness; then embraces his 
son-in-law ; then again worries he his daughter, with 
clipping her ; now he thanks the old shepherd, which 
stands by, like a weather-bitten conduit of many 
kings' reigns. I never heard of such another encounter, 
which lames report to follow i<^ and undoes description 
to do it. 

2 Gent What, pray you, became of Antigonus, that 
carried hence the child f 

3 Gent. Like an old tale still ; which will have mat- 
ter to rehearse, though credit be asleep, and not an ear 
open : He was torn to pieces with a bear : this avouches 
the shepherd's son ; who has not only his innocence 
(which seems much) to justify him, but a handkerchief, 
and rings, of his, that Paulina knows. 

1 Gent, What became of his bark, and his followers? 

3 Gent, Wracked, the same instant of their master's 
death ; and in the view of the shepherd : so that all the 
instruments, which aided to expose the child, were even 
then lost^ when it was found. But, O, the noble com- 
bat that, 'twixt joy and sorrow, was fought in Paulina! 
She had one eye declined for the loss of her husband j 
another elevated that the oracle was fulfilled: She 
lifted the princess from the earth ; and so locks her in 
embracing, as if she would pin her to her heart, tiiat she 
might no more be in danger of losing. 

1 Gent. The dignity of this act was worth the au- 
dience of kings and princes ; for by such was it acted. 
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3 Gent. One of the prettiest tcmches of alJ, and tliat 
which angled for mine eyes (caught the water, though 
not the fish), was, when at the relation of the queen's 
death, with the manner how she catne to it, (bravely 
confessed, and lamented by the king,) how attentive- 
ness wounded his daughter ; till, from one sign of do- 
lour to another, she did, with an " alas ! " I would fain 
say, bleed tears ; for, I am sure, my heart wept blood. 
Who was most marble there changed colour; some 
swooned ; all sorrowed : if all the world could have 
seen it, the woe had been universal. 

1 Gent. Are they returned to the cotirt ? 

3 Gent. No : the princess hearing of her mother's sta- 
tue, which is in the keeping of Paulina, — a piece many 
years in doing, and now newly performed by that rare 
Italian master, Julio Romano; who, had he himself 
eternity, and could put breath into his work, would be- 
guile nature of her custom, so perfectly he is her ape : 
he so near to Hermione hath done Hermione, that they 
say, one would speak to her, and stand in hope of an- 
swer : thither, with all greediness of affection, are they 
gone; and there they intend -to sup. 

2 GeTit. I thought she had some great matter there in 
hand ; for she hath privately, twice or thrice a day, ever 
since the death of Hermione, visited that removed house. 
Shall we thither, and with our company piece the re* 
joicing? 

1 Gent. Who would be thence that has the benefit of 
access ? every wink of an eye, some new grace will be 
bom : our absence makes us unthrifty to our knowledge. 
Let *s along. [Exeunt Gentlemen. 

Aut. Now, bad I not the dash of my former life in 
me, would preferment drop on my head. I brought the 
old man and his son aboard the prince ; told him I 
heard them talk of a fardel, and I know not what ; but 
be at that time, overfond of the shepherd's daughter, (ao 
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lie then took her to be,) who began to be much sea-sick, 
and himself little better, extremity of weather continu- 
ing, this mystery remained undiscovered. But ^t is all 
one to me ; for had I been the finder out of this secret, 
it would not have relished among my other discredits. 

Enter Shepherd and Clown. 

Here come those I have done good to against my will, 
and already appearing in the blossoms of their fortune. 

S?iq}. Come, boy ; I am past more children, but thy 
sons and daughters will be all gentlemen bom. 

Clo. You are well met, sir : You denied to fight with 
me tliis other day, because I was no gentleman bom : 
See you these clothes *? say, you see them not, and think 
me still no gentleman bom : you were best say these 
robes are not gentlemen bom. Give me the lie ; do ; 
and try whether I am not now a gentleman bom. 
'Aut, I know you are now, sir, a gentleman bom. 

Clo. Ay, and have been so any time these four 
hours. 

Shep. And so have I, boy. 

Clo. So you have : — bu| I was a gentleman bom be- 
fore my father : for the king's son took me by the band, 
and called me, brother ; and tlien the two kings called 
my father, brother; and then the prince, my brother, 
and the princess, my sister, called my father, father ; 
and so we wept : and there was the first gentlemanlike 
tears that ever we shed. 

Shep. We may live, son, to shed many more. 

Clo. Ay; or else 't were hard luck; being in so 
preposterous estate as we are. 

Aut. I humbly beseech you, sir, to pardon me all 
the faults I have committed to your worship, and to 
give me your good report to the prince my master.. 

Shep. Prithee, son, do ; for we must be gentle, now 
we are gentlemen. 
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Clo. Thou wilt amend thy life ? 

Aut. Ay, an it like your good worship. 

Clo. Give me thy hand : I will swear to the prince, 
thou art as honest a true fellow as any is in Bohemia. 

Shep. You may say it, but not swear it. 

Clo. Not swear it, now I am a -gentleman ? Let 
boors and franklins say it, I '11 swear it 

Shep. How if it be false, sonf 

Clo. If it be ne'er so false, a true gentleman may 
swear it, in the behalf of bis friend : — Jind I '11 swear 
to the prince, thou art a tall fellow of thy hands, and 
that thou wilt not be drunk ; but I know, thou art no 
tall fellow of thy hands, and that thou wilt be drunk ; 
but 1 11 fiwear it : and I would thou wouldst be a tall 
fellow of thy hands. 

Aut. I will prove so, sir, to my power. 

Clo. Ay, by any means prove a tall fellow : If I do 
not wonder how thou darest venture to be drank, not 
being a tall fellow, trust me not. — ^Hark ! the kings 
and the princes, our kindred, are going to see the 
queen's picture. Come, follow us : we '11 be thy good 
masters. ^Exeunt. 

SCENE III.— The same. A Room in Paulina'* 
House. 

Enter Leontes, Polixenes, Florizel, Perdita^ 
Camillo, Paulina, Lords, and Attendants. 

Leon. O grave and good Paulina, the great comfort 
That I have had of thee! 

Paul. What, sovereign sir, 

I did not well, I meant well : All my services 
You have paid home : but that you have vouchsaf d, 
Witb your crown'd brother, and these yoiur contracted 
Heirs of your kingdoms, my poor house to visit ; 
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It is a surplus of your grace, which never 
My life may last to answer. 

Leon. O Paulina, 

We honour you witli trouble : But we came 
To see the statue of our queen : your gallery 
Have we pass'd through, not without much content 
In man^ singularities ; but we saw not 
That which my daughter came to look upon^ 
The statue of her mother. 

Paul. As she liv^d peerless, 

So her dead likeness, I do well believe^ 
Excels whatever yet you look'd upon, 
Or hand of man hath done ; therefore I keep it 
Lonely, apart : But here it is : prepare 
To see the life as lively mock'd, as ever 
Still sleep mock'd death : behold ; and say, 't is well. 

[Paulina undraws a curtain, and discovers a statm* 
I like your silence, it the more shows off 
Your wonder : But yet speak ; — first, you, my liege. 
Comes it not something near ? 

Lem%, Her natural posture !— 

Chide me, dear stone ; that I may say, indeed, 
Thou art Hermione : or, rather, thou art she. 
In thy npt chiding ; for she was as tender 
As infancy, and grace. — But yet, Paulina, 
Hermione was not so much wrinkled ; nothing 
So aged, as this seems. 

Pol. O, not by much. 

Paul. So much the more our carver's excellence ; 
Which lets go by some sixteen years, and makes her 
As she liv'd now. 

Leon. As now she might have done, 

So much to my good comfort, as it is 
Now piercing to my soul. O, thus she stood. 
Even with such life of majesty, (warm life. 
As now it coldly stands,) when first I woo'd her ! 
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I am asham'd : Does not the stone rebuke me. 
For being more stone than it ? — O, royal piece, 
There *s magic in thy majesty, which has 
My evils conjur'd to remembrance ; and 
From thy admiring daughter took the spirits, 
Standing like stone with thee ! 

Per. And give me leave; 

And do not say 't is superstition, that 
I kneel, and then implore her blessing. — Lady, 
Dear queen, that ended when I but began, 
Give me that hand of yours to kiss. 

Paul. O, patience : 

The statue is but newly fix'd, tlie colour 's 
Not dry. 

Cam, My lord, your sorrow was too sore laid on ; 
Which sixteen winters cannot blow away, 
So many summers dry : scarce any joy 
Did ever so long live ; no sorrow. 
But kiird itself much sooner. 

Pol. Dear my brother, 

Let him tiiat was the cause of this have power 
To take off so much grief from you, as he 
Will piece up in himself. 

Paul. Indeed, my lord. 

If I had thought the sight of my poor image 
Would thus have wrought you (for the stone is mine),. 
1 \\ not have show-d it. 

Leon. Do not draw the curtain. 

Paul. No longer sliall you gaze on 't j lest your fancy 
May think anon it moves. 

Leon. Let be, let he. 

Would I were dead, but that, methinks, already »— 

• Tieck naddraUntU this—" Would I were dead," if tliat 

coald re-animate llcrmioue— '* but that— methinks— already " 

' rtie sculptor has done it — made her breathe — given her motion 

I — *' what was he that did make it ?" It is scarcely necessary lo 
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What waa he that did make it? — See, my lord, 
Would you not deem it-breatii'd? and that those veins 
Did verily bear blood f 

Pol. MaBterly done ; 

The very life seems warm upon her lip. 

Leon. The fixure of her eye has motion in % 
As we are mock'd with art. 

Patd. 1 11 draw the curtain; 

My lord 's almost so fiir transported that 
He *11 think anon it lives. 

Leon. O sweet Paulina, 

Make me to think so twenty years together ; 
No settled senses of the world can match 
The pleasure of that madness. Let 't alone. ^ 

Paul. I am sorry, sir, I have thus for stirrM yon : 
but 
. I could afflict you further. 

Leon. Do, Paulifia 

For this aflfliction has a taste as sweet 
^s any cordial comfort. — Still, methinks, 
There is an air comes from her : What fine chisel 
Could ever yet cut breath % Let no man mock me, 
For I will kiss her. 

Paul, QooA. my lord, forbear : 

The ruddiness upon her lip is wet ;* 
You '11 mar it, if you kiss it ; stain your own 
With oily painting ; Shall I draw the curtain? 

Leon. Wo, not ttiese twenty years. 

Per. ' So long could I 

Stand by, a looker-on. 

conjecture how Leontes would have closed the sentence ; for the 
abrupt breaking off is one of those touches of nature with which 
• Shakspere knew how to give passion an eloquence beyond 
words. 

» It is clear from the context, although by «tat«« a picture 
was sometimes meant, that the image of Paulina was a pamteo 
statue. 
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Paul. Either forbear, 

Quit presently the chapel ; or resolve you 
For more amazement If you can b^old it, 
1 11 make the statue move indeed ; descend. 
And take you by the hand : but then you 11 think, 
(Which I protest against,) I am assisted 
By wicked powers. 

Leon* What you can make her do, 

I am content to look on : what to speak, 
I am content to hear ; for 't is as easy 
To make her speak, as move. 

Paid, It is requir'd 

You do awake your faith : Then, all stand still : 
On :» Those that think it is unlawful business 
I am aboul^ let them depart. 

Leon. Proceed ; , 

No foot shall stir. 

PoAdl. Music ; awake her : strike. — \Jt£uiic, 

*r is time ; descend ; be stone no more : approach ; 
Strike all that look upon with marvel. Gome ; 
I '11 fill your grave up : stir ; nay, come away ; 
Bequeath to death your numbness, for^from him 
Dear life redeems you. — ^You perceive she stirs ; 

[Her. cornea down from the pedestal. 
Start not : her actions shall be holy, as. 
You hear, my spell is lawful : do not shim her, 
Until you see her die again ; for then 
You kill her double : Nay, present your hand : 
When she was young you woo'd her ; now, in age. 
Is she become the suitor ! 

Leon. O, she 's warm! [Embracing her. 

If this be magic, let it be an art 
Lawful as eating. 

Pol. She embraces him. 

* On. We understand this as, let us go on The king im* 
mediately adds " proceed." 
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Cam, She hangs about his neck ; 
If she pertain to life, let her speak too. I 

Pol. Ay, and make 't manifest where she has XWi, \ 
Or, how stern from the dead ! 

Paul. That she is living, 

Were it but told yon, should be hooted at 
Like an old tale ; but it appears she lives, 
Though yet she speak not Mark a little while. — 
Please you to interpose, fair madam ; kneel, 
And pray your mother's blessing. — ^Tum, good lady J 
Our Perdita is found. 

[Presenting Per., who kneels to Hkk. 

Her. You gods, look down. 

And from your sacred vials pour your graces 
Upon my daughter's head ! — Tell me, mine own, 
Where hast thou been preserv'd ? where liv'd ? how found 
Thy father's court? for thou shalt hear, that I, — 
Knowing by Paulina, that the oracle 
Gave hope thou wast in being, — ^have preserv'd 
Myself to see the issue. 

Paul. There 's time enough for that; 

Lest they desire, upon this push, to trouble 
Your joys with like relation. — Go together, 
You precious winners all ; your exultation 
Partake to every one. I, an old tmtle, 
Will wing me to some wither'd hough, and tliere 
My mate, that 's never to be found again, 
Lament till I am lost. 

Leon. O peace, Paulina ; , 

Thou shouldst a husband take by my consent, 
As I by thine, a wife : this is a match. 
And made between 's by vows. Thou hast found mine; 
But how, is to be questioned : for I saw her. 
As I thought, dead ; and have, in vain, said many 
A prayer upon her grave : I '11 not seek far 
(For him, I partly -know his mind) to find thee 
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An honourable husband : — Come, Gamillo, 

And take her by the hand : whose worth, and honesty, 

Is richly noted ; and here justified 

By us, a pair of kings. — ^Let ^s from this place.—- 

Whatf — -Look upon my brother : — ^both your pardons. 

That e^er I put between your holy looks 

My ill suspicion. This your son-in-law. 

And SOD unto the king, (whom Heavens directing,) 

Is troth-plight to your daughter. — Good Paulina, 

Lead us tsam hence ; where we may leisurely 

Each one demand, and answer to his part 

Peribnn^d in this wide gap of time, since first 

We were di8sever*d : Hastily lead away. [Exeant. 
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This comedy stands the first in the folio collection of 
1623, in which edition it was originally published. The 
original text is printed with singular correctness ; and 
if, with the exception of one or two obvious typographical 
errors, it had continued to be reprinted without any 
change, the world would have possessed a copy witli the 
mint-mark of the poet upon it, instead of the clipped 
and scoured impression that bears the name of Steevens. 

So much has been written on ' The Tempest^' and so 
imnecessary is it for us to analyse the plot or dwell on 
the charms of the poetry, that we sliall here content our- 
selves with presenting our readers witli some of the pe- 
culiar and original views of Fram Horn, translated 
from his ' Shaksperes Schauspiele erlautert/ This very 
acute and lively critic sets out by observing that nothing 
was more common in the early romantic literature than 
the imaginatiou of adventures in a desert island, in a 
far distant ocean. This consideration alone, we think, 
is sufficient to make us little solicitous to localize tlie 
scene of Prosperous island, or to seek for any particular 
incidents that may have suggested to Shakspere a story 
with a storm and a shipwreck. Horn then proceeds 
tlius:— . 

" The beginning takes our fancy wholly a prisoner. 
We see a ship nearing the island, driving along in the 
greatest dsgiger amid storm and tempest, and struggling 
as with a last effort against the fatal summons. Here, 
placed in immediate contact, are sovereigns and their 
heirs with rude boatswains, sailors, and jesters, the re- 
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verend old man with the blooming youth, affright with 
wit, de^)eration wi& prayer. Nevertheless, the effect 
of this scene is ndt entirely tragic : we are too much 
occupied with the passing events, — ^we see how they de- 
velop the unannounced characters, — and the light* 
nings of wit flash so strongly between the lightnings of 
heaven as to give us no time to bestow on any particu« 
lar individual a directly tragical melancholy feeling $ 
for no sooner have we had this gfance than two noble 
beings immediately vouchsafe to speak to us, and ^uiet 
us as to the fate of the shipwrecked 'personages who have 
interested us so much. 

'^ These are the lord of the island and his daughter. 
In Prospero we have a delineation of peculiar profun- 
dity. He was, once, not altogether a just prince, not 
thoroughly a just man ; but he had the disposition to 
be both. His soul thirstedT after knowledge ; his mind, 
sincere in itself, after love ; and his &ncy, after the se- 
crets of nature : but he forgot^ what a prince should 
least of all forget, that, upon this moving earth, supe- 
rior acquirements, in order to stand firmly, must be 
exercised carefully ; that the world is full of enemies 
who can only be subdued by a watchful power and 
prudence, and that in certain situations the armour 
ought never to be put off. Thus it became easy for his 
nearest relation, his brother, with the help of a powerful 
neighbouring king who could not resist the offered but 
unjustifiable advantage to depose him from his duke- 
dom. But as the pure morals of the prince, although 
they were perhaps but lazily exercised in behalf of hit 
subjects, had nevertheless acquired their lov^ and the 
usurper not daring to make an attack on the lives of the 
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&Uen, ProspeiQ saved himself, his daughter, and a part 
of his magical books, upon a desert island. Here he 
becomes, what, in its highest sense, he had not yet beeo, 
a &ther and prince. His knowledge extends. Nature 
listens to him, perhaps because he leamod to know and 
We her more inwardly. Zephjrr-like i^rits, full of a 
tender frolicsome humour, and rude earth-bom gnomes, 
are compelled to serre him. The whole island is full of 
wonders, but only such as the fancy willingly receives, 
of sounds and songs, of merry helpers and comical tor- 
mentors ; and Prospero shows his great human wisdom- 
particularly in the manner vrith which he, as the spi- 
ritual centre, knows how to conduct his intercourse with 
friends and foes. First, with his daughter. Miranda 
is his highest, his one, his all; nevertheless there is 
visible a certain elevation, a solemnity, in his behaviour 
towards her,~s-peculiarities which, even with the deepest 
love, the severely tried and aged man easily assumes. 
Indeed, much as the pure sense of his daughter must 
have long cheered him, he deems it good to relate to her 
now for the first time the history of his earlier sufierings, 
when he has mastery over, and the power to punish, his 
adversaries. 

** Towards Ariel, the airy spirit thirsting for freedom, 
Prospero is strict and friendly, praising and blaming at 
the proper time ; for a moment angry, but only when he 
thinks he perceives ingratitude. Towards Caliban he is 
a most complete Oriental despot ; and, knowing that he 
has to do with a miscreated being, whom only < stripes 
may move, not kindness,' he treats him accordingly. 

** Caliban, who, in spite of his imperfect, brutish, 
and half-human nature, as the son of a witch, is some- 
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thing marvellously exciting;, and as pvetender to the 
sovereignty of the island soxnetliing ridiculously sub- 
lime, has been considered by every one as an inimitable 
character of the most powerful poetic fancy ; and the 
more the character is investigated, the more is our at- 
tention rewarded. With all his brutish propensities, 
our feelings towards him never rise to a thorough hatred. 
We find him only laughably horrible, and as a marvel- 
lous though at bottom a feeble monster highly interest- 
ing, for we foresee ^m the first that none of his threats 
will be fulfilled. 

*' Opposed to him stands Ariel, by no means an e&e- 
real, featureless angel, but as a real airy and frolicsome 
spirit, agreeable and open, but also capricious, rogui^ 
and, with his other qualities, somewhat mischievous. 
He is thankful to Prospero for his release from the most 
confined of all confined situations, but his gratitude is 
not a natural virtue (we might almost add not an airy 
virtue) ; therefore he must (like man) be sometimes 
reminded of his debt, and held in check. Only the 
promise of his freedom in two days restores liim agaia 
to his amiability, and he then finds pleasure in exe- 
cuting the plans of his master with a delightful acti- 
vity. 

" The pure poetry of nature and genius inspires us ; 
and when we hear Prospero recite his far too modest 
epilogue, after laying •down his enchanted ^i^and, we 
have no wish to turn our minds to any frivokms 
finoughts, for the magic we have experienced was too 
charming and too mighty not to be enduring." 

The conclusion of Horn's critique will find an echo 
iu every reader cr spectator of * The Tempest* 
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AlonsO) Kinff of Naples. 
Appears, Act I. sc. 1. Act JI. bo. 1. Act III. se. 3. Act V. sc. 1. 

3BBAsnAN, his brother. 
Afpsars, Act I. sc 1. Aet n. se. 1. Act ni so. 3. Act V. so. 1. 

Pbospero, the rightful Duke of Milan. 

Appears, Act I. se. 2. Act m. ite. 1 ; sc. 3. Act IV. so. 1. 

Act V. sc. L 

Aktonio, the usurping Duke xf Milan, brother to 

Prospero. 

Appears, Aet I. so. 1. Act n. se. 1. Act m. sc. 3. Aet T. sc. 1. 

Fe&dtkand, son to the King of Naples. 

Appears, Act I. sc. 1 ; sc. 2. Act m. so. 1. Act IV. so. 1. 

ActV. sc. 1. 

GoMZALO, an Jtonest old counsellor of Naples. 
Appears, Act I. so. L Act II. sc. 1. Act IIL sc. 3. ActV. sc. 1. 

Adrian, a lord. 
Appears, Aet II. sc. 1. Act HI. sc. 3. Act V. sc. 17 

Francisco, a lord. 
Appears, Act II se. 1. Aet III. so. 8. Aet V. so. 1. 

Caliban, a savage and deformed slave. 

Appears, AeiJ. BO. 2. Aotn.se. 2. Act m. so. 2. Act IV. 

80.1. ActV. so. 1. 

Trinculo, a jester. 

Appears, Aot n. so. 2. Aet m. sc. 2. Aet IV. se. 1. 

Aet V. sc 1. 
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Stbphano, a drunken butler. 

Appears, Act IJ. so. 3. Act HX bc. 2. Act IV. bc. 1. 

Act V. 80. 1. 

' Master of a ship, Boatswain and Maiiners. 
Appear, Act I. so. 1. Act Y. so. 1. 

Miranda, daughter to Ptospero. 
Appears, Act I. so. 2. Act IIL sc. 1. Act IV. sc. 1. 

Act y. BO. 1. 

Ariel, an airy spirit. 

Appears, Act I. so. 2. Act n. so. 1. Act m. so. 2; so. S. 

Act rv. sc. 1. Act y. BC 1. 

Iris, a spirit. 
Appears, Act ly. so. L 

Oerbs, a spirit. 
Appears, Act ly. sc. 1. 

JuND, a spirit. 
Appears, Act ly. so. 1. 

Nymphs. 
Appear, Act ly. sc. 1. 

Reapers. 
Appear, Act ly. sc. 1. 

Other spirits attending on Frospero* 

SCENE— The Sea, with a Ship ; aftbrwabimi 
AN Island. 
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ACT I. 

SCENE L— On a Ship at Sea, A Stormy with 
ThuTider and Lightning. 

Enter a Ship-muter and a BoattwAm. 

Master, Boatswain, — 
Boats, Here, miuter : What cheer f • 
Master. Oood: Speak to the mariners: Aill to *t 
yarely,* or we mn omselYes aground: bestir, bestir. 

[Emt. 

Enter fAxanen, 

Boats. Heigh, my hearts; cheerly, cheerly, my 
hearts ; yare, yare : Take in the topsail : Tend to the 
master*s whisUe. — Blow till thou ourst thy wind, if 
room enough ! 

Enter Alonso, Sebastian, Antonio, FsBDiKANDy 
Gt)NZALO, CMd others. 

Alon. Qood. boatswain, have care. Where* s the 
master 9 Play the men. 
Boats, I pray now, keep below. 
Ant, Where is the master, boson! ^ ' 

* Tarely, the adverb of yare^ quick, ready. Yare is used 
Bevexal times by Shakspere as a sea-term (which it was), but 
not exclutively so. 

b In the first edition (1623) Antonio here uses the sailor's 
vrord teson, instead of the more correct ** boatswain," which is 
put in the mouth of the King of Naples. 
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Boat8, Do you not hear him ? You mar our labour : 
Keep your cabins : You do assist the storm. 

Gon. Nay, good, be patient. 

Boats, When the sea is. Haice ! What care these 
roarers for the name of kingf To cabin : silence; 
trouble us not. 

Gon, Grood ; yet remember whom thou hast aboard. 

BocUs. None that I more love than myself^ You 
are a counsellor ; if you can command these elements 
to silence, and work the peace of the present, we will 
not hand a rope more; use your authority. If you 
cannot, give thanks you have lived so long, and maice 
yourself ready in your cabin for the mischance of the 
hour, if it so hap.*— Cheerly, good hearts. — Out of our 
way, I say. [Exit. 

Gon. I have great comfort from this fellow : m^ 
thinks he hath no drowning mark upon him ; his com' 
plexion is perfect gallows. Stand fast, good fate, to 
his hanging ! make the rope of his destiny our cable, 
for our own doth little advantage ! If he be not bom 
to be hanged our case is miserable. \Exetmf. 

Re-enter Boatswain. 
Boats. Down with the topmast ; yare; lower, lower : 
bring her to try with main-course. [-^1 cry wWiin,] 
A plague upon this howling ! they are louder than the 
weather, or our office.* — 

Re-enter Sebastian, Antonio, and Gonzalo. 
Yet again ? what do you here ? Shall we give o'er and 
drown! Have you a mind to sink! 

Seb. A ^x o* your throat ! you bawling, blasphem- 
ous, incharitable dog ! 

Boats. Work you, then. 

Ant. Hang, cur, hang ! you whoreson, insolent noise' 
maker, we are less afraid to be drowned than thou art, 

" Our office is here used in the sense of oar business, whkb 
was essentially noisy. 
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Gon. I '11 warrant him for • drowning ; thongh the 
ship were no stronger than a nut-shell, and as leaky as 
an nnstanched wench. 

Boats. Lay her a-hold, a-hold : set her two courses ; 
off to sea again ; lay her off. 

Enter Mariners, wet. 
Mar, All lost ! to prayers, to prayers ! all lost ! 

^Exeunt. 
Boats. What, must our mouths be cold? 
Gon. The king and prince at prayers ! let us assist 
them, 
For our case is as theirs. 
Seb. I am out of patience. 

Ant. We are merely^ cheated of our lives by drunk- 
ards. — 
This wide-chopp'd rascal; — 'Would thou mightst lie 

drowning. 
The washing of ten tides ! 

Gon. He *11 be hang'd yet ; 

Though every drop of water swear against it, 
And gajje at widest to glut" him. 

[A confused noise within.'] — Mercy on us ! 
We split, we split ! — Farewell, my wife and children 
Farewell, brother ! We split, we split, we split ! — ^ 
Ant. Let 's all sink with the king. [Exit, 

Seb. Let 's take leave of him. [Exit. 

Gon. Now would I give a thousand furlongs of sea 
for an acre of barren groxmd ; long heath, brown furze,* 

* For drowning is on account of drofrnins. 

^ J/ert^/y— absolutely. « To glut— to swallow. 

^ These various exclamations, which are given to Gonzulo, 
rhoold be considered to be spoken by no determinate charac* 
ters. They form part of the " confused noise within." 

c In Harrison's * Description of Britain,' prefixed to Holinaheti, 
ire find, '* Brome, heth, flrze, brakes, whinnes, ling,"— all cha- 
raderistics of '* barren crround." But " long heiUh " and " brown 
furce** are quite intelligible, and are much more natural thau 
an enumeration of many various wild plants. 
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anything : The wllU above be done ! but I would fain 
die a d^ death. [Exit, 

SCENE II The Island: before the CeUof 

Prospero. 

Enter Prospero and Miranda. 

Mira. If by your art, my dearest father, you have 
Put the wild waters in tliis roar, allay them : 
The sky, it seems, would pour down stinking pitch, 
But that the sea, mounting to the welkin's cheek. 
Dashes the fire out. O, I have suffered 
With those ihit I saw suffer ! a bxaye vessel. 
Who had no doubt some noble creature*^ in her, 
Dash'd all to pieces. O, the cry did knock 
Against my very heart ! Poor souls ! they perishM* 
Had I been any god of power, I would 
Have sunk the sea within the earth, or e'er^ 
It should the good ship so have swallowed, and 
The fraughting*^ souls vritbin her. 

Pro. Be collected; 

No more amazement : tell your piteous heart, 
. There ^s no harm done. 

Mira. O, woe the day I 

Pro. No harm* 

I have done nothing but in care of thee, 
(Of thee, my dear one ! thee, my daughter!) who 
Art ignorant of what thou art, nought Knowing 
Of whence I am ; nor that I am more better 
Than Prospero, master of a full poor cell, 
And thy no greater father. 

" Creature. Miranda means to say thati in addition to those 
■he Mw suffer,— the *' poor souls " that Mrished»— the oommoD 
■ailors,— there was no doubt some superior person on boaM,— • 
soma noble creature. 

b Or ^er — ^before, sooner than. 

« Frau^Atutjr— constittttiug the finxught, or freight. 
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Mira, More to know 

Did never meddle with my thoughts.* 

Pro. 'T is time 

I should inform thee farther. Lend thy hand, 
And pluck my magic garment Irom me. — So ; 

[Lays down his mantle. 
Lie there my art.< — Wipe thou thine eyes ; have com- 
fort. 
The direM spectacle of the wrack, which touch'd 
The rery virtue of compassion in ihee, 
1 have with such provision in mine art 
So safely ordered, that there is no soul-— 
No, not so much perdition as an hair, 
Betid to any creature in the vessel 
Which thou heard 'st cry, which thou saw^st sink. Sit 

down; 
For thou must now know farther. 

Mira. You have often 

Begun to tell me what I am ; but stopped 
And left; me to a bootless inc^uisition ; 
Concluding, " Stay, not yet. ' — 

Pro. The hour 's now come; 

The very minute bids thee ope thine ear ; 
Obey, and be attentive. Canst thou remember 
A time before we came imto this cell? 
I do not think thou canst ; for then thou wast not 
Out three years old * 

Mira. Certainly, sir, I can. 

Pro. By whatf by any other house, or person 9 
Of anything the image tell me that 
Hath kept with thy remembrance. 

Mira. 'T is far off; 

And lather like a dream than an assurance 
That my remembrance warrants : Had I not 
Four or five women once that tended me? 

Pro. Thou hadst, and more, Miranda : But how it is 
^ Qwte Hwee yeart old. 
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That this lives in thy mind f What see'st thou else 
In the dark backward and abysm of time 9 
If thou remember^st aught ere thou cam'st here. 
How thou cam'st here tiiou mayst. 

Mira, But that I do not 

Pro. Twelve year since, Miranda, twelve year sinct 
Thy father was tiie duke of Milan, and 
A prince of power. 

Mira. Sir, are not you my father.) 

Pro. Thy mother was a piece of virtue, and 
She said thou wast my daughter ; and thy father 
Was duke of Milan ; and his ooly heir 
And princess no worse issued. 

Mira. O, the heavens ! 

What foul play had we, that we came from thence f 
Or blessed was 't we did ? 

Pro. Both, both, my gurl ; 

By foul play, as thou say'st, were we heav'd thence; 
But blessedly holp hither. 

Mira. O, my heart bleeds 

To think o' the teen' that I have turn VI you to, 
Which is from my remembrance ! Please vou, iarther. 

Pro. My brother, and thy uncle, call'd Antonio,*— 
I pray thee mark me that a brother should 
Be so perfidious ; — ^lie whom, next thyself. 
Of all the world I lov'd, and to him put 
The manage of my state, as, at that time, 
Through all the signiories it was the first, 
And Prospero the prime duke, being so reputed 
In dignity ; and ror the liberal arts 
Without a parallel : those being all my study. 
The government I cast upon my brother. 
And to my state grew stranger, being transported, 
And rapt in secret studies. Thy false uncle — 
Dost thou attend mei 

^fim. Sir, most heedfully. 

•* Teen'-wnow; 
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Pro. Beings once perfected how'to grant suits, 
How to deny them ; whom to advance, and whom 
To tradi* for overtopping; new created 
The creatures that were mine, I say, or changed them. 
Or else new formed them ; having both the key 
Of officer and office, set all hearts i* th* state 
To what tune pleas'd his ear ; that now he was 
The ivy wliich had hid my princely trunk. 
And suck'd my verdure out on 't. — Thou attend*st not, 

Mira. O good sir, I do. 

Pro. I pray thee, mark me. 

I thus neglecting worldly ends, all dedicated 
To closeness, and the bettering of my mind 
With that, which, but by being so retir'd, 
O'er-priz'd all popular rate, in my false brother 
AwaWd an evil nature : and my trust. 
Like a good parent, did beget of him 
A falsehood, m its contrary as great 
As my trust was ; which had, indeed, no limit, 
A confidence sans boimd. He being thus lortled. 
Not only with what ray revenue yielded. 
But what my power might else exact, — like one 
Who having unto truth, t>y telling of it, 
Made such a sinner of his memory, 
To credit his own lie, — ^he did believe 
He was indeed the duke ; out of the substitution, 
And executing the outward face of royalty. 
With all prerogative : — Hence his ambition growing,— 
Dost thou hear ? 

Mira. Your tale, sir, would cure deafness. 

Pro. To have no screen bet^veen this part he play'd. 
And him he play'd it for, he needs will be 
Absolute Milan : Me, poor man ! my library 

• A trash is a term still in use among hunters, to denote a 
pteee of leather, couples, or nuy other \veight, fastened ruun<l 
the neck of a dog, >vhen his speed is superior to the rest of the 
paek ; t. e. >vhea he overtops them, when he hunts loo quick. 
YOL. IV. I 
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Was dukedom large enough ; of temporal royalties 
He thinks me now incapable : confederates 
(So dry he was fo^8way) with the king of Naples, 
To give him annual tribute, do him homage ; 
Subject his coronet to his crown, and bend 
The dukedom, yet unbow'd, (alas, poor Milan 1) 
To most ignoble stooping. 

Mira. O the heavens ! 

Pro, Mark his condition, and the event ; then tell mp, 
If this might be a brother. 

Mira. I should sin 

To think but nobly of my grandmother : 
Grood wombs have borne bad sons. 

Pro, ' Now the condition. 

This king of Naples, being an enemy 
To me inveterate, hearkens my brother's suit ; 
Which was, that he, in lieu* o' the premises 
Of homage, *» and I know not how* much tribute, 
Should presently extirpate me and mine 
Out of the dukedom ; and confer fair Milan, 
With all the honours, on my brother : Whereon, 
A treacherous army levied, one midnight 
Fated to the purpose, did Antonio open 
The gates of Milan ; and, \ the dead of darkness. 
The ministers for the purpose hurried thence 
Me, and thy crying self. 

Mira, Alack, for pity ! 

I, not remembering how I cried out tnen. 
Will cry it o'er again : it is a hint, 
That wrings mine eyes to 't. 

Pro, Hear a little further, 

And then I '11 bring thee to the present business 
Which now 's upon us ; without the which, this story 
Were most impertinent. 

• 7n Zt«u— in consideration of, in exchange for. 
b The premises of homage^ &c.— the eiroumstanoes of homage 
premised. ^ 
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Mira. Wherefore did they not 

That hour destroy us % 

Pro. Well demanded, wench ; 

My tale provokes that question. Dear, they durst not 
(So dear the love my people bore me) ; nor set 
A mark so bloody on the business ; but 
With colours fairer painted4iieir foul ends. 
In few, they hurried us aboard a bark ; 
Bore us some leagues to sea ; where they prepared 
A rotten carcase of a butt,*^ not rigg'd, 
Nor t^Elckle, sail, nor mast ; the very rats 
Instinctively have quit it : there they hoist us, 
To cry to the sea that roared to us ; to sigh 
To the winds, whose pity, sighing back again, 
Did us but loving wrong. 

Mira. Alack ! what trouble 

Was I then to you ! 

Pro. O ! a cherubim 

Thou wast tliat did preserve me ! Thou didst smile, 
Infused with a fortitude from heaven. 
When I have deck'd ^ the sea with drops fiill salt ; 
Under my burthen groan'd ; which rais'd in me 
An undergoing stomach, io bear up 
Against what should ensue. 

Mira. How came we ashore *? 

Pro. By Providence divine. 
Some food we had, and some fresh water, that 
A noble Neapolitan, Qonzalo, 
Out of his charity (who being then appointed 
Master of this design) did give us ; with 
Rich garments, linens, stuffs, and necessaries, 

■ Bvit is the reading of the original copies. Whether the 
idea of a winebntt was literally meant to be conveyed may be 
questionable; but the word, as it stands in the original, give* 
U8 the notion of a vessel even more insecure than the most 
rotten boat. 

b DaeVd. In the glossary of the Cra-ven dialect we find that 
to deg is to sprinkle. 
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Which since have steaded much ; so, of his geutleness. 
Knowing I Jov'd my books, he fiimish'd me. 
From mine own library, with volumes that 
I prize above my dukedom. 

Mira. *WoiJd I might 

But ever see that man ! 

Pro. Now I arise : — 

Sit still, and hear the last of our sea-sorrow. 
Here in this island we arrived ; and here 
Have I, thy schoolmaster, made thee more profit 
Than other princess can, that have more time ' 
For vainer hours, and tutors not so careful. 

Mira. Heavens thank you for H ! And now, I piay 
you, sir, 
(For still 't is beating in my mind,) your reason 
For raising this sea-storm ? 

Pro. Know tlius far forth. 

By accident most strange, bountiful Fortune, 
Now my dear lady,* hath mine enemies 
Brought to this shore : and by my prescience 
I find my zenith doth depend upon 
A most auspicious star ; whose mfluence 
If now I court not, but omit, my fortunes 
Will ever after droop. — Here cease more questions ; 
Thou art inclined to sleep ; 't is a good dulness, 
And give it way ; — I know thou canst not choose. 

[Miranda sleeffs* 
Come away, servant, come : I am ready now ; 
Approach, my Ariel ; come. 

Enter Aribl4 

Art. All hsLiiy. great master ! grave sir, hail ! I come 
To answer thy best pleasure j be 't to fly, 
To swim, to dive into the fire, to ride 

■ Now my dear lady. The antecedent is Fortune, now Pn». 

pero's bountiful lady. 
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On the curl'd clouds ; to thy strong bidding task 
Ariel, and all his quality. 

Pro. Hast thou, spirit, 

Perform'd to point the tempest that I bade thee? 

Ari, To every article. 
I boarded the king's ship : now on the beak, 
Now in the waist, the deck, in every cabin, 
I flam'd amazement : Sometime I *d divide 
And bum in many places ; on the topmast, 
The yards, and bowsprit, would I flame distinctly, 
Then meet, and join : Jove's lightnings, the precursors 
O' the dreadful tkunder-claps, more momentary 
And sight-outrunning were not : The fire, and cracks 
Of sulphurous roaring, the most mighty Neptune 
Seem to besiege, and make his bold waves tremble. 
Yea, his dread trident shake. 

Pro, My brave spirit ! 

Who was 80 firm, so constant, "that this coil 
Would not infect his reason 9 

Ari. Not a soul 

Bat felt a fever of the mad, andplay'd 
Some tricks of desperation : All but mariners 
Plung'd in the foaming brine, and quit the vessel, 
Then all a-fire with me : the king's son, Ferdmand, 
With hair up-staring, (then like reeds, not hair,) 
Was the first man that leap'd ; cried, ** Hell is empty, 
And all the devils are here." 

Pro. Why, that 's my spirit ! 

But was not this nigh shore? 

Ari. Close by, my master. 

Pro. But are they, Ariel, safe ? 

AH. Not a hair perish'd ; 

On their sustaining garments not a blemish. 
But fresher than before : and, as thou bad'st me. 
In troops I have dispers'd them 'bout the isle : 
The king's son have I landed by himself; 
Whom I left cooling of the air with sighs, 
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In an odd angle of the iale, and sitting, 
His arms in ^ua sad knot. 

Pro, Of the king^s ghip, 

The mariners, say, how thou hast disposed, 
And all the rest o' the fleet. 

Ari. Safely ip harbour 

Is the king's ship ; in the deep nook, where once 
Thou cairdst me up at midnight to fetch dew 
From the still-vex'd Bermoothes, there she *s hid : 
The mariners all imder hatches stowed ; 
Whom, with a charm join'd to their suffered labour^ 
I have left asleep : and for the rest o' the fLeet, 
Which I dispersed, they all have met again; 
And are upon the Mediterranean flote^ 
Bound sadly home for Naples ; 
Supposing that they saw the king^s ship wiack'd, 
And his great person perish. 

Pro, Ariel, thy charge 

Exactly is perform'd ; but there 's more work : 
What is the time o' the day ? 

Ari. - JPast the mid season. 

Pro. At least two glasses^ The time 'twixt six aud 
now 
Must by us both be spent most preciously, 

Ari. Is there more toil f Since thou dost give me pairs, 
Let me remember thee what thou hast promised, 
Which is not yet perform'd me. 

Pro. How now ? moody f 

What is 't thou canst demand f 

Ari, My libeity. 

Pro, Before the time be out ? no more.* 

Ari. I prithee 

Remember, J have done thee worthy service ; 
Told thee no lies, made thee no mistakings, served 
Without or grudge, or grumblings : thou didst promise 
To bate me a full year. 

•» No more. We understand this,— say no morei 
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Pro. DoBt thou forget 

From what a torment I did free theef 

Ari. No. 

Pro. Th^u dost; and think'st it much to tread the 
ooze 
Of the salt deep ; ^ 

To run upon the sharp wind of the north ; 
To do me business in the veins o* the earth, 
When it is bak'd with frost. 

j4ri. « I do not, sir. 

Pro. Thou liest, malignant thing ! Hast thou forgot 
The foul witch Sycorax, who, with age and envy. 
Was grown into a hoop 9 hast thou forgot her 9 

Ari. No, sir. 

Pro. Thou hast : Where was she bom? spe^k ; tell me. 

Ari. Sir, in Argier. 

Pro. O, was she so? I must, 

Once in a month, recount what thou hast been. 
Which thou forgett^st This damn'd witch, Sycorax, 
For mischiefs manifold, and sorceries terrible 
To enter human hearing, from Argier, 
Thou know^st, was banish'd ; for one thing she did 
They would not take her life : Is not this truef 

Ari. Ay, sir. 

Pro. This blue-eyed hag was hither brought with 
child. 
And here was left by the sailors : Thou, my slare^ 
As thou report'st thyself, wast then her servant : 
And, for thou wast a spirit too delicate 
To act her earthy and abhorr'd commands, 
Refusing her grand bests, she did confine thoe, 
By help of her more potent ministers, 
And in her most immitigable rage^ 
Into a cloven pine ; within which rift 
ImprisGuM, thou didst painfully remain 
A dozen years, within which space she died, 
And left thee there; where thou diOst vent liiy groans, 
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As fast as mill-wheels strike : Then was this islund 
(Save for the son that she did litter here, 
A freckled whelp, hag-bom) not honoured willi 
A human shape. 

AH. Yes ; Caliban her son. 

Pro. Dull thing, I say so ; he, Ihat Caliban, 
Whom now 1 keep in service. Thou best know^st 
What torment I did find thee in : thy groans 
Did make wolves howl, and penetrate the breasfs 
Of ever-angry bears : it was a torment 
To lay upon the damned, which Sycorax 
Could not again undo ; it was mine art, 
When I arrived, and heard thee, that made gape 
The pine, and let thee out 

Aru I thank tliee, master. 

Pro. If thou more murmur'st^ I will rend an osk, 
And peg thee in his knotty entrails, till 
Thou hast howl'd away twelve winters. 

Art. Pardon, master; 

I will be correspondent to command. 
And do my spnting gently. 

Pro. Do so ; and after two days 

I will discharge thee. 

Ari. That 's my noble master ! 

What shall I do $ say what : what shall I do ? 

Pro. Go make thyself like a nymph o' the sea; 
Be subject to no sight but thine and mine ; invisible 
To every eyeball else. Go, take this ehape. 
And hither come in 't : go, hence, with diligence. 

[Exit Ari 12.. 
Awake, dear heart, awake ! thou hast slept well ; 
Awake ! 

Mira. The strangeness of your story put 
Heaviness in me. 

Pro. Shake it off: Come on ; 

We 11 visit Caliban, my slave, who nevec 
Yields us kind answer. 
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Mira. 'T is a villain, sir, 

I do not love to look on. 

Pro. But, as 't is. 

We cannot miss him : he does make our firr, 
Fetch in our wood, and serves in offices 
That profit us. What ho! slave! Caliban! 
Thou earth, thou ! speak. 

Cal. [Within.'] There "s wood enough witliin. 

Pro. Come forth, I say; there's other business far 
thee: 
Come, thou tortoise ! when ! * 

Be^enter Arxbl, like a wtUer-nymph, 

Fine apparition ! My quaint Ariel, 

Hark in thine ear. 
Aru My lord, it shall be done. [Exii, 

Pro. Tliou poisonous slave, got by the devil himself 

Uiwn thy wicked dam, come forfh ! 

Enter Caliban. 

Cal. As wicked dew as e'er my mother brush'd 
With raven's feather from unwholesome fen, 
Drop on you both ! a south-west blow on ye, 
And blister you all o'er. 

^ Pro, For this, be sure, to-night thou shalthave cramps, 
Side-stitches that shall pen thy breath up ; urchins 
Shall, for that vast of night that they may work, 
All exercise on thee : thou shalt be pinch'd 
As thick as honeycomb, each pinch more stinging 
Than bees that made them. 

Cal. I must eat my dinner. 

This island 's mine, by Sycorax my mother. 
Which thou tak'st from me. When thou earnest firsts 
Tliou strok'dst me, and mad'st much of me ; wouldst 

give me 
Water witii berries in 't; and teach me how 

■ fFhen — an expression of great impatience. 
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To name the bigger light^ and how the less, 

That bum by day and night :. and then I loF'd^thee, 

And show'd thee all the qualities o* the isle, 

The fresh springs, brine-pits, barren place, and fertile; 

Cursed be I that did so !-~All the charms 

Of Sycorax, toads, beetles, bats, light on you I 

For I am all the subjects that you have^ 

Which first was mine own king ; and here you sty me 

In this hard rock, whiles you do keep from me 

The rest of the island. 

Pro. Thou most lying slave, 

Whom stripes may move, not kindness : I have us'd thee^ 
Filth as thou art, with human care; and lodged thee 
In mine own cell, till thou didst seek to violate 
The honour of my child. 

Cal. O ho, O ho ! — ^^ would it had been done ! 
Thou didst prevent me ; I had peopled dse 
This isle with Calibans. 

Pro. Abhorred slave 5 

Which any print of goodness will not take. 
Being capable of all ill ! I pitied thee. 
Took pains to make thee speak, taught thee each hour 
One thing or other : when thou didst not, savage. 
Know thine own meaning, but wouldst gabble like 
A thing most brutish, I endow'd thy purposes 
With words that made them known : jBut thy vile race, 
Though thou didst learn, had that in 't which good na- 
tures 
Could not abide to be with ; therefore wast thou 
Deservedly confin'd into this rock, 
Who hadst deserved more than a prison. 

Cal. You taught me language ; and my profit on H 
Is, I know how to curse : the red plague rid you, 
For learning me your language I 

Pro. Hag-seed, hence ! 

Fetch us in fuel ; and be quick, thou wert best, 
To answer other business. Shrugg*8t thou, malice? 
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If thou neglect'st, or dost unwillingly 
What I command, I ^11 rack thee with old CTampe ; 
Fill all thy bones with aches ; make thee roar 
That beasti shall tremble at thy din. 

Cah No, pray thee! — 

I mnst obey : his art is of such power, [Aside, 

It would control my dam's god, Setebos, 
And make a yassal of him. 

Pro. So, slave; hence I [Exit Cal. 

E^enter Ariel invisible, playing and singing ; Fer- 
dinand following him. 

Ariel's Song. 
Come unto these yellow sandd, 

Aiid then take hands : 
Couttsied when yon have, and kias'd. 

The wild waves whist. 
Foot it featly here and there ; 
And, sweet sprites, the burthen bear. 
Bur. Hark, hark ! Bowgh, wowgh. 
The watchdogs bark : 

Bowgh, wowgh. [diap«rstdli/. 

AH. Hark, hark I I hear 

The strain of strutting chanticleer 
dry, cock-a-doodle-doo. 

Fer. Where should this music be ? i' the air, or the 
earth f 
lb sounds no more : — and sure it waits upon 
Some god of the island. Sitting on a bank. 
Weeping again the king my fa&er's wrack, 
This music crept by me upon the waters ; 
Allaying both their fury, and my passion, 
With its sweet air : thence I have foUow'd it, 
Or it hath drawn me rather : — But 't is gone. 
No, it begins again. 

Ariel sings. 
Full fathom fiTe thy father lies : 
Of his bones are coral made ; 
Those are pearls that were his eyes ; 
Nothing of him that doth fade, 
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Bui doth suffer a sea-change 
Into something rich and stranjje. 
Sea-nymphs hourly ring his knell : 

IBvrtken, diog-don;. 
Hark 1 now I hear ihem»-^ing-dong, belU 

Fer. The ditty does lemember my diown*d father :— 
This is no mortal business, nor no soiind 
That the earth owes : — I hear it now above me. 

Pro, The fringed curtains of thine eye advance^ 
And say, what thou seest yond\ 

Mira. What is 't? a spnn? 

Lord, how it looks about ! Believe me, sir, 
It carries a brave form : — ^But 't is a spirit. 

Pro, No, wench ; it eats, and sleeps, and hath sach 



As we have, such : This gallant, which thou seest, 
Was in the wrack ; and but he 's something stainM 
With grief, that 's beaUty's canker, thou mightst call 

him 
A goodly person : he hath lost his fellows. 
And strays about to find them. 

Mira. I might c&ll him 

A thing divine ; for nothing natural 
I ever saw so noble. 

Pro, It goes on, I see, [Atid0» 

As roy soul prompts it; — Spirit, fine spirit! Ill free 

thee 
Within two days for this. 

Fer. Most sure, the goddess 

On whom these airs attend ! — ^Vouchsafe my prayer 
May know if you remain upon this island ; 
And that you will some good instruction give, 
How I may bear me here : My prime request. 
Which I do last pronounce, is, O you wonder ! 
If you be maid or no ? 

Mira. No wonder, sir; 

But certainly a maid. 

Fer. My language ! heavens I— 
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I am the best of tbem tiiat speak this speech, 
Were I but where 't is spoken. 

Pro. How! the best? 

What wert thou, if the kin| of Naples heard thee ? 

Fer, A single thing, as I am now, that wonders 
To hear thee speak of Naples : He does hear rae ; 
And that he does I weep : myself am Naples ; 
Who with mine eyes, never since at ebb, beheld 
The king my father wrack'd. 

Mira. Alack, for mercy ! 

Fer, Yes, faith, and all his lords; tlie duke of 
Milan, 
And his brave son, being twain. * 

Pro, Tlie duke of IVfilan, 

And his more braver daughter, could control thee, 
if now 't were fit to do 't : — ^At the first sight \_Aside, 
They have chang'd eyes : — Delicate Ariel, 
1 11 set thee free for tiiis ! — ^A word, good sir ; 
I fear you have done yourself some wrong : a word. 

Mira. Why speaks my father so ungently ? This 
Is the third man that e'er I saw ; the first 
That e'er I i^igh'd for : pity move my father 
To be inclin'd my way ! 

Fer. O, if a virgin, 

And your afiection not gone forth, I '11 make you 
l^e queen of Naples. 

Pro, Soft, sir ! one word more. — 

They are both in either's powers ; but this swift business 
I must uneasy make, lest too light winning [Aside. 
Make the prize light.— One word more ; I charge thee, 
- That thou attend me : thou dost here usurp 
The name thou ow'st not ; and hast put thyself 
Upon this island, as a spy, to win It 
From me, the lord on 't. 

Fer. No, as I am a man. 

Mira. There 's nothing ill can dwell in such a 
temple : 
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If the 111 spirit have so fair a house, 
Good things will strive to dwell with ^t. 

Pro. Follow me.— [ To Fbbd. 

Speak not you for him ; he *b a traitor. — Come. 
I '11 manacle thy neck and feet together : 
Sea-water shalt thou drink, thy food ^lall be 
The fresh-brook muscles, withered roots, and hxisks 
Wherein the acom cradled : Follow. 

Fer. No ; 

I will resist such entertainment, till 
Mine en6my has more power. 

\^He draws, and is charmed from movintf. 

Mirti. O dear father, 

Make not too rash a trial of him, for 
He 's gentle,*^ and not fearful. 

Pro. What, I say, 

My foot my tutor ! Put thy sword up, traitor ; 
Who mak'st a show, but dar st not strike, thy conscience 
Is so possessed with guilt: com« from thy ward ; 
For I can here disarm thee with this stick, 
And make thy weapon drop. 

Mira. Beseech you, iatlier ! 

Pro. Hence ; hang not on my garments. 

Mira. Sir, have pity ; 

I '11 be his surety. 

Pro. Silence ! one word more 

Shall make me chide thee, if not hate thee. What! 
An advocate for an impostor! hush ! 
Thou think'st there are no more such shapes as he. 
Having seen but him and Caliban : Foolish wench 1 
To the most of men this is a Caliban, 
And they to him are angels. 

Mira. >Iy affections 

Are then most humble ; I have no ambition 
To see a goodlier man. 

• Geiule has here the sense of high-born, noble; and there 
fore courageoas. 
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J^ro. Come on ; obey : [7b Feed. 

Thy nerves are in their infancy again, 
And have no vigour in them. 

F^r. So they are : 

My spirits, as in a dream, are all bound up. 
My father's loss, the weakness which I feel, 
The wrack of all my friends, or this man's threats, 
To whom I am subdued, are but light to me^ 
Might I but through my prison once a day 
Behold this maid : all comers else o' the earth 
Let liberty make use of; space enough 
Have I in such a prison. 

Pro. It works : — Come on. — 

Thou hast done well, fine Ariel ! — Follow me. — 

\To Ferd. ayid Mm. 
Hark, what thou else shalt do me. [To Ariel. 

Mira. Be of comfort j 

My father 's of a better nature, sir, 
Than he appears by speech ; this is unwonted. 
Which now came from him. 

Pro, Thou shalt be as free 

As mountain winds : but then exactly do 
All points of my command. 

Art. To the syllable. 

Pro. Come, follow : speak not for him. {Exeunt. 
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ACT II. 

SCENE I."- Another part of the Islafid. 

Enter Alonso, Sebastian, Antonio, Gtonzalo, 
Adrian, Francisco, and others, 

Gon. 'Beseech you, sir, be merry : you bave ca«« 
(So have we all) of joy ; for our escape 
Is much beyond our loss : Our hint of woe 
Is common \ every day, some sailor's wife, 
The masters of some mercliant,^ and the mercliant, 
Have just our theme of woe : but for the miracl^ 
I mean our preservation, few in millions 
Can speak like us : then wisely, good sir, weigh 
Our sorrow with our comfort. 

Alan. Prithee, peace. 

Seh, He receives comfort like cold porridge. 

Ant. The visitor will not give him o'er so. 

Seb. Look, he 's winding up the watch of his witj 
hj and by it will strike. 

Gon, Sir, — 

Seb. One:— Tell. 

Gon. When every grief is euteiiainM that 's offer'd, 
Comes to the entertainer — 

Seb. A dollar. 

Gon. Dolour comes to him, indeed; you have spoken 
truer than you purposed. 

Seb. You have taken it wiselier than I meant you 
should. 

• Merchant is here used for merchant-ressel — ^merchantman. 
The "masters of some merchant" signifies, therefore, the 
owners of some trading vessel ; but in the second tnstaiioe, the 
" merchant '* must mean the trader, whose goods areTentuwd 
in the merchantman. 
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Gon, Therefore, my lord, — 

Ant. Fie, what a spendthrift is he of his tongue ! 

Alon. 1 prithee spare. 

Gon, Well, I have done : But yet — 

Sdf. He will be talking. 

Ant, Which, of he, or Adrian, for a good wager, first 
begins to crow ? 

Seb, The old cock. 

Ani, The cockrel. 

Seh, Done: the wager? 

Ant. A laughter. 

Seb, A match. 

Adr, Though this island seem to be desert,<-« 

Seh. Ha, ha, ha ! 

AnL So, you 're paid.* 

Adr. Uninhabitable, and almost inaccessible,^ — 

Se6. Yet5 ' 

Adr, Yet,— 

Ant, He could not miss it. 

Adr. It must needs be of subtle^ tender, and delicate 
temperance. 

Ant, Temperance was a delicate wench. 

Seb. Ay, and a subtle ; as he most learnedly delivered* 

Adr, The air breathes upon us bere most sweetly. 

Seb. As if it had lungs, and rotten ones. 

Ant. Or as 't were perftim'd by a fen. 

Gon, Here is everything advantageous to life. 

Ant, True ; save means to live. 

Sd). Of that there 's none, or little. 

Gon. How lush*> and lusty the grass looks! how 
green! 

» These words, we think, belong to Sebastian. The wager 
is a laughter. Antonio bets that "the cockrel" will crow 
ilist. Adrian, the yoiini; man. does crow ; upon which Sebastian 
Ifiugbs loudly, ezcUimin^, *' So you are paxl." 

h Lmsh n affirmed by Henley to mean rank; by Malone, 
juicy. Wc have still the low word ?wjf%, as applied to u 
drunkard. 

VOL. IV. J 
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« 

Ant The ground, indeed, is tawny. 

Seb. With an eye of green in X'*- 

Ant. He misses not much. 

Seb, No ; he doth but mistake the truth totally. 

Gon. But the rarity of it is (which is indeed almost 
beyond credit) — 

Seb. As many vouched rarities are. 

Gon. That our garments, being, as they were, drenched 
in the sea, hold, notwithstanding, their fireslmesi^ and 
glosses ; being rather new dyed than stained wi^ salt 
water. 

Ant. If but one of his pockets could speak, would it 
not say, he lies I 

Seb. Ay, or very falsely pocket up his report. 
. Gon. Methinks, our garments are now as fresh as 
when we put them on first in Afric, at the marriage of 
the king's fair daughter Claribel to the king of Tunis. 

Seb. T was a sweet marriage, and we prosper well in 
our return. 

Adr. Tunis was never graced before with such a pa- 
ragon to their queen. 

Gon. Not since widow Dido's time. 

Ant Widow? a pox o' that ! How came that widow 
in ? Widow Dido ! 

Seb. What if he had said, widower .^Sneas too % good 
lord, how you take it I " 

Adr. Widow Dido, said you? you make me study 
of that : She was of Carthage, not of Tunis. 

Gon, This Tunis, sir, was Carthage. 

Adr, Carthage? 

Gon. I assure you, Carthage. 

Atit. His word is more than the miraculous harp. 

Seb. He hath rais'd the wall, and houses too. 

Ant. What impossible matter will he make easy next f 

Seb. I think he will carry this island home in his 
pocket, and give it his son for an apple. 
» Sye of ffreenr-tinge, shade. 
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Ant. And, sowing the kernels of it in the sea, bring 
forth more islands. 

Gon, A.J, 

Ant. Why, in good time. 

Gon. Sir, we were talking that our garments seem 
now as fresh as when we were at Tmiis at the marriage 
of your daugfater, who is now queen. 

AfU. And the rarest that e*er came there. 

Set. ^Baie, I beseech you, widow Dido. 

Ant. O, widow Dido ; ay, widow Dido. 

Gon. Is not, sir, my doublet as ftmh. as the first day 
I Wore it9 I mean, in a sort. 

Ant. That sort was well fish*d for. 

Gon. When I wore it at your daughter's mazxiage 1 

Ahm. You cram these words into mine ears, against 
The stomach of my sense : 'Would I had never 
Married my daughter there ! for, coming thence^ 
My son is lost ; and, in my rate, she too, 
Who is so &r from Italy removed, 
I ne'er again shall see bier. O thou mine heir 
Of Naples and of Milan, what strange fish 
Hath made his meal on thee ! 

Fran. Sir, he may live ; 

I saw him beat the surges under him. 
And ride upon their backs ; he trod the water. 
Whose enmity he flung aside, and breasted 
The surge most swoln that met him ; his bold head 
'Bove the contentious waves he kept, and oar'd 
Himself with his good arms in lusty stroke 
To the shores that o'er his wave-worn basis bow'd, 
As stooping to relieve him ; I not doubt, 
He came alive to land, 

Alon. No, no^ he 's gone. 

Seb. Sir, you may thank yourself for this great 
loss. 
That would not bless our Europe with your daughter, 
But rather lose her to an African | 
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Where she, at least, is banish'd from your eye. 
Who hath cause to wet the grief on ^t. 

Alon. Prithee, peace. . 

»S^. You were kneel'd to, and importun'd other- 
wise. 
By all of us ; and the fair soul hexself 
Weighed, between lothness and obedience, at 
Which end o' the beam she *d bow. We have lost youi 

son, 
I fear, for ever : Milan and Naples have 
More widows in them of this business' making, 
Than we bring men to comfort them : the fault *s 
Your own. 

Alon, So is the dearest of tlie loss. 

Gon. - My lord Sebastian, 

The truth you speak doth lack some gentleness, 
And time to speetk it in ; you rub the sore^ 
When you should bring the plaster. ^ 

Seh, Veiy wolL 

Ant. And most chirurgeonly. 

Gon. It is foul weather in us all, good sir, 
When you are cloudy. 

Seb, Foul weather ? 

Ant. Very foul. 

Gon. Had I plantation of this isle, my lord, — 

Ant. He M sow 't with nettle-seed. 

Seb, Or docks, or mallows. 

Gon. And were the king of it. What would I do? 

Seh. *Scape being drunk, for want of wine. 

Gon. V the commonwealth I would by contmries 
Execute all things ; for no kind of traffic 
Would I admit ; no name of magistrate ; 
Letters should not be known : riches, poverty. 
And use of service, none ; contract, successioit. 
Bourn, bound of land, tilth, vineyard, none : 
No use of metal, com, or wine, or oil : 
No occupation ; all men idle^ all $ 
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And women too ; but innocent and poire : 
No sovereignty :— 

Seb, Yet he would be king on 't. 

Ant, The latter end of his commonwealth forgets the 
beginning. 

Gon, All things in common nature should produce 
Without sweat or endeavour : treason, felony, 
Sword, pike, knife, gun, or need of any engine, 
Would I not have ; but nature should bring forth. 
Of its own kind, all foizon,*^ all abundance, 
To feed my innocent people. 

Seb. No marrying 'rnong his subjects 9 
Ant. None, man ; all idle ; whores and knaves. 
Cton. I would with such perfection govern, sir, 
To exc^ the golden age. 

Seb. *Save his majesty ! 

Ant. Long live Gonzalo ! 

Gon. And, do you mark me, sir ?-~- 

Aion. Prithee, no more : 'thou dost talk nothing to 

me. 
Gon. I do well believe your highness ; and did it to 
minister occasion to these gentlemen, who are of such 
sensible and nimble lungs tiiat they always use to laugh 
at nothing. 

Ant. T was you we laughed at. 
Gon. Who, in this kind of merry fooling, am nothing 
to vou : so you may continue, and laugh at nothing 
still. 
Ant. What a blow was there given ! 
S^. An it had not fallen fiat-long. 
Gdn. You are gentlemen of brave mettle ; you would 
lift the moon out of her sphere, if she would continue 
in it five weeks without cnanging. 

Enter Ariel invisible, playing solemn miisic. 

Seb. We would so, and then go a bat-fowling. 
• F(M»m— plenty. 
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Ant, Nay, good my loid^ be not ftngry. 

Gon, No, I warrant you ; I will not adventure my 
discretion so weakly. Will you laugh me asleep, for 
I am very heavy 1 ■ 

Ant. Go sleep, and hear us. 

[AU sleep fiut AlOn., Sbb., and Akt. 

Alon. What^ all so soon asleep ! I wish mine eyes 
Would, with themselves, shut up my tboughti : I &id 
They are inclined to do so. 

Seb, Please you, sir. 

Do not omit the heavy offer of it : 
It seldom visits sorrow ; when it doth. 
It is a comforter. 

Ant, We two, my lord, 

Will guard your person while you take your rest, 
And watch your safety. 

Alon, Thank you : wondrous heavy. 

[Alon. sleeps. Exit Abibl. 

Seb, What a strange drowsiness possesses <hem !^ 

A7tt. It is the quality o^ the clixnate. 

Seb. Why 

Doth it not then our eyelids sink f I find not 
Myself disposed to sleep. 

Ant. Nor I ; my spirits are nimble. 

They fell together all, as by consent ; 
They dropped, as by a thunder-stroke. What might, 
Worthy Sdbastian?— O, what might? — No more ^— 
And yet, mefhinks, I see it in thy face^ 
What- thou shouldst be: theoccananipeaksHiee; and 
My strong imagination sees a crown 
Dropping upon thy head. 

Sa. What, art thou waking $ 

Ant. Do you not hear me speak ¥ 

Seb. I do ; and, surely 

It is a sleepy language ; and thou speaVst 
Out of Ihy sleep : What is it thou didst say f 
This is a strange repose, to be asleep 
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With eyes wide open ; standing, speaking, moving, 
And yet so fast asleep. 

Ant. Noble Sebastian, 

Thou lett^st thy fortune sleep, die lather ; winkVt 
Whiles thou art waking. 

Seb, Thou dost snore distinctly ; 

There ^s meaning in thy snores. 

Ant. I am more serious than my custom : you 
Must be so too, if heed me ; which to do 
Trebles thee o'er. 

Seb. Well,.! am standing water. 

Ant. I '11 teach you how to flow. 

Seb, Do so: to ebb^ 

Hereditary sloth instructs me. 

Ant. O, 

If you but knew how you the purpose cherish 
Whiles thus you mock it ! how, in stripping it^ 
You more invest it ! Ebbing men, indeed, 
Most often do so near the bottom run. 
By their own fear, or sloth. 

Seb. Prithee say on ; 

The setting of thine eye, and cheek, proclaim 
A matter from Ihee ; and a birth, indeed, 
Which throes thee much to yield. 

Ant. Thus, sir : 

Although this lord of weak remembrance, this 
(Who wiall be of as little memory. 
When he is earth'd) hath here almost persuaded 
(For he 's a spirit of prsuasion, only 
Professes to persuade) the king his son 's alive^ — 
*T is as impossible tlmt he 's undrown'd. 
As he that sleeps here, swims. 

Seb. I have no hope 

That he 's undrown'd. 

Ant. O, out of that no hope^ 

What great hope have you ! no hope, that way, 13 
Another way so high a hope, that even 
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Ambition cazmot pierce a wiok beyond, 

But doubts discovery there. Will you grant wUh 

me, 
Tliat Ferdinand is drown'd? 

Seb, He 's gone. 

Ant Then, tell m% 

Who 'fl the next heir of Naples ? 

Seb. Claribel. 

Ant She that is queen of Tunis : she that dwells 
Ten leagues beyond man's life ; she that from Naples 
Can have no note, unless the sun were post, ' 

(The man i' the moon *s too slow,) till new-bom chins 
Be rough and razorable ; she, from whom 
We all were sea-swallow'd, though some cast again; 
And by that destiny to perform an act, 
Whereof what 's past is prologue ; what to come, 
In yours and my discharge. 

Seb, What stuff is this! — ^How say yon! j 

*T is true, my brother's daughter 's queen of Tunis : 
So is she heir of Naples ; 'twixt which regions 
There is some space. 

Ant. A space whose every cubit 

Seems to cry out, " How shall that Claribel 
Measure us back to Naples f -«-Keep in Tunis, 
And let Sebastian wake ! — Say, this were death 
That now hath seiz'd them ; why, they were no 

worse 
Than now they are : There be that can rule Naples 
As well as he that sleeps ; lords that can {Hate 
As amply and unnecessarily 
As this Gonzalo ; I myself could make 
A chough of as deep chat. O, that you bore 
The mind that I do ! what a sleep were this 
For your advancement ! Do you understand me? 

Seb. Methinks I do. 
, Ant. And how does your content 

Tender your own good fortune? 
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Seb. I i-emember, 

You did supplant your brother Pxospero. 

Ant True : 

And look how well my garments sit ujran me ; 
Much feater than before : My brother's servants 
Were then my fellows, now they are my men. 

Seb. But, for your conscience — 

Ant. Ay, sir ; where lies that ? if 't were a kybe, 
T would put me to my slipper : But I feel not 
This deity in my bosom ; twenty consciences, 
That stand 'twixt me and Milan, candied be they, 
And melt, ere they molest ! Here lies your brother, 
No better than the earth he lies upon, 
If he were that which now he 's like, that 's dead; 
Whom I, with this obedient steel, three inches of it. 
Can lay to bed for ever : whiles you, doing thus, 
To the perpetual wink for aye might put 
This ancient morsel, this sir Prudence, who 
Should not upbraid our course. For all the rest^ 
They 11 take suggestion, as a cat laps milk ; 
They '11 tell the clock to any business that 
We say befits the hour. 

Seb, Thy case, dear friend. 

Shall be my precedent; as thou gott'st Milan, 
1 11 come by Naples. Draw thy sword : one stroke 
Shall firee thee from the tribute which thou pay'st ; 
And I the king shall love thee. 

Ant. Draw together : 

And when I rear my hand, do you the like, 
To fall it on Gonzalo. 

Seb, O, but one word. [7%ey converse apart 

Music, Re-enter Ariel, invisible. 

AH. My master through his art foresees the danger 
Ihat you, his friend, are in j and sends me forth, 
(For dse his project dies,) to keep them living. 

[Sings in 6onzalo'« ear. 
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While you here do saorinf; lio. 
Open-eyed Conspiracy 

His time doth take : 
If of life you keep a care, 
Shake off slumber, and beware : 

Awake 1 awake! 

Ant Then let ub both be sudden. 

Gon. Now, good an^ls, preserve the king ! 



[They avoake, 
I Why 



AUm, Why, how now, hoi awake! Why are you 
drawn f 
Wherefore this ghastly looking? 

Gon, What *8 the matter % 

Seb, Whiles we stood here securing your repose^ 
Even now, we heard a hollow burst of bellowing 
Like bulls, or rather lions ; did it not wake you ? 
It struck mine ear most terribly. 

Alon. I heard nothing. 

Ant. O, ^t was a din to fright a monster s ear ; 
To make an earthquake ! sure it was the roar 
Of a whole herd of lions. 

Alon, Heard you this, Gonsalo? 

Gon, Upon mine honour, sir, I heard a humming, 
And that a strange one too, which did awake me : 
I shak^d you, sir, and cried ; as mine eyes open'd, 
I saw their weapons drawn : — ^there was a noise. 
That 's verity : T is best we stand upon our guard; 
Or that we quit this place : let 's draw our weapons. 

Alon. Lead off this ground ; and let *s make further 
search 
For my poor son. 

Gon, Heavens keep him from these beasts ! 

For he is, sure, i' the island. 

Alon. Lead away. 

Ari. Prospero my lord shall know what I have done s 

[Aside, 
So, king, go safely on to seek thy son. \£zemh 
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SCENE U.'-Aftotherpart of the Island. 

Enter Caliban, with a burthen of wood. 
A noise of thunder heard. 

Col. All the infectioas that the sun sucki up 
From bogSy fens, flatS) on Prosper fidl, and nmkehim 
By inch-meal a diseAse ! His spirits hear me. 
And yet I needs must curM. But they 11 nor pinch) 
Fright me with urchin shows, pitch me i' the mire. 
Nor lead me, like a iBrebrand, in the dark 
Out of my way, imless he bid them ; but 
For every trifle are they set upon me : 
Sometime like apes, that moe and chatter at me, 
And after, bite me ; then like hedgehogs, which 
Lie tumbling in my barefbot way, and mount 
Their pricks at my footfall ; sometime am I 
All wound ^ with adders, who, mth cloven tongues, 
Do hiss me into madness : — Lo ! now ! lo! 

Enter Trinculo. 

Here comes a spirit of his ; and to torment me, 
Fcnr bringing wood in slowly : 1 11 fall flat ; 
Perchance, he will not mind me. 

2Vm. Here ^s neither bush nor shrub, to bear off any 
weather at all, and another storm brewing ; I hear it 
sing i' the wind : yond' same black cloud, yond' huge 
one, looks like a foiil bumbard that would shed his 
liquor. If it should thunder as it did before, I know 
not where to hide my head : yond* same cloud cannot 
choose but fall by pailfuls. — ^What haiie we here 9 a 
man or a flshf Dead or alive 9 A fish: he smells 
like a fish; a very ancient and fish-like smell ; a kind 
of, not of the newest^ Poor-John. A strange fish ! Were 
I in England now, (as once I was,) and had but this 
fish painted, not a holiday fool there but would give a 
piece of silver : there would this monster make a man ; 
• ^owu^— twisted round. 
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any siiange beast there makes a man : when they will 
not give a doit to relieve a lame beggar, they will lay 
out ten to see a dead Indian. Legged like a man ! 
and his fins like arms ! Warm, o' my troth ! I do now 
let loose my opinion, hold it no longer; tliis is no fish, 
but an islander, that hath lately sufiered by a thunder- 
bolt [Thunder.'] Alas! the storm is come again: 
my best way is to creep under his gaberdine ; there is 
no other shelter hereabout: Misery acquainte a man 
with strange bedfellows. I will here s'hroud till tlie 
dregs of the stoim be past. 

Enter Stephano, sitighig ; a bottle in his Jiand. 

Sie. I shall no more to sea, to sea. 

Here shall I di« ashore ;— 

This is a very scurvy tune to sing at a man's funeral : 
Well, here 's my comfort. [Drink*, 

The master, the swabber, the boatswain, and I, 

The gunner, and his mate, 
Lov'd Midi, Mefr, and Marian, and Margery, 

But none of us car'd for Kate : 

For she had a tongue with a tang, 

Would cry to a sailor, *' Go hang :'* 
She lov'd not the savour of tar nor of pitch. 
Yet a tailor might scratch her where'er she did itch : 

Then to sea, boys, and let her go hang. 

This is a scurvy tune too : But here *s my comfort. 

[Drinks, 

Cat. Do not torment me : O ! 

Ste, What 's the matter! Have we devils here? 
Do you put tricks upon us with salvages, and men of 
Inde % Ha ! I have not 'scaped drowning, to be afeard 
now of your four legs ; fix it hath been said. As proper 
a man as ever went on four legs cannot make him give 
ground : and it shall be said so again, while Stephano 
breathes at nostrils. 

CtU, The spirit torments me : O ! 

ate. This is some monster of the isle, with four legs j 
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who hath got, as I take it, an ague : Where the devil 
should he learn our language % I will give him some 
relief, if it be but for that : If I can recover him and 
keep him tame, and get to Naples with him, he *g a 
present for any emperor that ever trod on neat's-leather. 

Col. Do not torment me, prithee; I '11 bring my 
wood home faster. 

Ste. He '8 in his fit now ; and does not talk after the 
wisest. He shall taste of my bottle : if he have never 
drunk wine afore, it will go near to remove his fit : if I 
can recover him, and keep him tame, I will not take 
too much for him : he shall pay for him that liath him, 
and that soundly. 

Cal. Thou dost me yet but little hurt ; thou wilt 
anon, I know it by thy trembling : Now Prosper works 
upon thee. 

Ste, Gome on your ways ; open yom* mouth : here is 
tliat which will give language to you, cat 4 open your 
mouth : this will shake your shaking, I can tell you, 
and that soundly : you cannot tell who 's your friend : 
open your chaps again. 

Trin. I should know that voice : It should be — But 
he is drowned; and these are devils: O! defend 
me ! — 

;S^. Four legs, and two voices; a most delicate 
monster ! His forward voice now is to speak well of 
Ids friend ; his backward voice is to utter foul speeches, 
and to detract If all the wine in my bottle will reco- 
ver him, I will help his ague : Gome — Amen ! I will 
pour some in thy other mouth. 

Trin, Stephano, — 

Sie. Doth thy other mouth call me? Mercy ! mercy ! 
This is a devil, and no monster : I will leave him ; 1 
have no long spoon. 

Trin. Stepliano ! — if thou beest Stephano, touch me, 
and speak to me ; for I am Trinculo ; — ^be not afeard, 
*-thy good firiend Trinculo, 
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Sie. If thou beett Trinculo, come forth ; I *11 pull 
thee by the lesser 1^ : if any be Trinculo^s legs, these 
are .they. Thou art very Trinculo, indeed : Hoir 
earnest thou to be the siege of tfaii moon-calf 9 Can he 
vent Trineulos i 

Trin. I took him to be killed with a thmider-stroke : 
— ^But art thou not diovmed, Stephaxio i I hope nov, 
thou art not drowned. Is the storm overblown? I hid 
me tmder the dead moon-<»lf *s gaberdine, for fear of 
the storm: And art tiiou living, Stephano? O Ste- 
phano, two Neapolitans *scaped ! 

Ste. Prithee^ do not turn me about ; my stomach is 
not constant. 

Cal. These be fine things, an if they be not sprites. 
That *s a brave god, and bears celestial liquor : 
I will kneel to him. 

Ste. How didst thou ^scape? How earnest thou hi- 
ther ? swear by this bottle, how thou camest hither. I 
escaped upon a butt of sack, which the sailors heaved 
overboard, by this bottle! which I made of the bark of 
a tree, with mine own hands, since I was cast ashore. 

CcU. I IX swear, upon that bottle, to be thy true sub* 
ject ; for the liquor is not earthly. 

Ste. Here ; swear then how thou escapedst. 

Trin. Swam ashore^ man, like a duck ; I can iwim 
like a duck, I *11 be sworn. 

Ste. Here, kiss the book : Though thou canst swim 
like a duck, thou art made like a goose. 

Trin. O Stephano^ hast any more of this? 

Ste, The whole butt, man ; my cellar is in a rock by 
the sea-side, where my wine is hid. How now, mooo- 
calf? how does dune ague i 

Cdl. Hast thoa not dropped ftom heaven ? 

Ste, Out o' the moon, I do assure tiiee : I was th« 
man in the moon, when time was. 

CdL I have seen thee in her, and I do adore thee ; 
My mistress show'd me the^ and thy dog and bush. ♦ 
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Sie, Coine^ swear to that; kus tiw book : I wiU fur- 
nish it anoa with new cantents : swear. 

2Vm. By 1^ good light, this is a very shallow mon- 
ster :<-I afeard of him ! a very weak monster :-— The 
man i' the moon ! — a most poor credulous monster : 
Well drawn, monster, in good, sooth. 

Col, I 11 show thee every fertile inch o' the island ; 
And I will kiss thy foot : I prithee, be my god. 

Trin. By this lighf^ a most perfidious and drunken 
monster ; when his god 's asleep he 11 rob his bottle. 

CcU. 1 11 kiss thy foot : 1 11 swear myself thy sub- 
ject. 

Ste. Come on then ; down and swear. 

Triiu I shall laugh myself to death at tMs puppy- 
beaded monster : a most scurvy monster ! I could find 
in my heart to beat him, — 

Ste. Gome, kiss. 

Trin. — ^but that the poor monster *s in drink ; An 
abominable monster ! 

Cal. 1 11 show thee the best springs ; 1 11 pluck thee 
berries; 
1 11 fish for thee, and get thee wood enough. 
A plague upon the tyrant that J serve ! 
1 11 bear him no more sticks, but follow thee, 
Thou wondrous man. 

THn. A most ridiculous monster ! to make a wonder 
of a poor drunkard. 

Cal. I prithee let me bring thee where crabs grow, 
And I witn my long nails will dig thee pig-nuts ; 
Show thee a jay's nest, and instruct thee how 
To snare the nimble marmozet ; I '11 bring thee 
To clustering filberds, and sometimes I '11 get thee 
Young scamels * from the rock : Wilt tliou go with me ? 

* Scamelg. Thte is the vend of the original ; and we leave it 
M we find it. The word has been changed into sea-mellsy which 
the commentators tell us is a species of gull. We believe there 
is no sacli word as sea-^ell, or sea-mall, although fliere is seoi- 
maw, or sea-meto. 
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Ste. I prithee now, lead the way, without any more 
talking. — Trinculo, the king and all our company else 
being drowned, we will inherit here. — Here ; bear my 
bottle. Fellow Trinculo, we 11 fill him by and by 
ngain. 

Cal* Farewell, master : farewell, farewell. 



[Sings drunkenly. 
ikei 



Trin. A howling monster ; a drunken monster. 
Cat. No more dams I '11 make for fish ; 

Nor fetch in firing 

At requiring. 
Nor scrape trenchering, nor wash dish . 

'Ban, 'Ban, Ca — Caliban, 

Has a new master — Get a new man. 

Freedom, hey-day ! hey-day, freedom ! freedom, hey-day, 
freedom! 
Ste. O brave monster I lead the way. [Exeunt 
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ACT III. 

SCENE I. — Before Prospero'* CeU. 

Enter Ferdinand, bearing a log. 

Fer. There be some sports are painful; and their 
labour * 

Delight in them sets oif : some kinds of baseness 
Are nobly undergone ; and most poor matters 
Point to rich ends. This my mean task 
Would be as heavy to me as odious ; but 
The mistress which I serve quickens what 's dead^ 
And makes my labours pleasures : 0.| she is 
Ten times more gentle than her father 's crabbed ; 
And he 's compos'd of harshness. I must remove 
Some thousands of these logs, and pile them up, 
Upon a sore injunction : My sweet mistress 
Weeps when she sees me work ; and says such baseness 
Had never liktf executor. 1 forget : 
But these sweet thoughts do even refresh my labours ; 
Most busy-less when I do it. 

Enter Miranda, and Prospeuo at a diatatice. 

Mira. Alas, now ! pray you, 

Work not so hard ; I would the lightning had 
Burnt up those logs that you are enjoin'd to pile ! 
Pray set it down, and rest you : when this bums, 
*T will weep for having wearied you ; My father 
Is hard at study ; pray now rest youi-self ; - 
He *s safe for these three hours. 

Fer, O most dear mistress, 

Tlie sun will set before I shall discharge 
What I must strive to do. 

Mira. If you '11 sit down 

VOL. IT. K 
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I '11 bear your logs the while : Pray give me that ; 
I '11 carry it to the pile. 

Fer. No, predoiis creature : 

I had rather crack my sinews, break my back. 
Than you should such dishonour undergo, 
While I sit laay by. 

Mira. It would become me 

As well as it does you : and I should do it 
With much more ease ; for my good will is to it, 
And yours it is against. • 

Pro. Poor worm ! thou art infected : 

This visitation shows it. 

Mira. You look wearily. 

Fer. No, noble mistress ; 't is firesh morning with me^ 
Wlien you are by at night I do beseech you, 
(Chiefly, that I might set it in my prayers,) 
What is your name ? 

Mira. Miranda : — O my father 

I have broke your best to say so ! 

Fer. AdmirVl Miranda ! 

Indeed the top of admiration ; worth 
What 's dearest to the world ! Full many a lady 
I have eyed with best regard ; and many a time 
The harmony of their tongues hath into bondage 
Bh)ught my too diligent ear : for several virtues 
Have I lik'd several women ; never any 
With so full soul, but some defect in her 
Did quarrel with the noblest grace she ow'd, 
And put it to the foil : But you, O you, 
So perfect, and so peerless, are created 
Of every creature's best 

Mira. I do not know 

One of my sex ; no woman's face remember, 
Save, from my glass, mine own ; nor have I seeu 
More that I may call men, than you, good friend^ 
And my dear father : how features are abroad, 
I am skill-less of; but, by my modesty. 
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(The jewel in my dower,) I would not wish 
Any companion in the world but you ; 
Nor can imagination form a shape, 
Beside yourself, to like of : But I prattle 
Something too wildly, and my father's precepti 
I therein do forget. 

Fer. I am, in my condition, 

A prince, Miranda; I do think, a king ; 
(I would not sa!) and would no more endure 
This wooden slavery, than to suffer 
The flesh-fly blow my mouth. — Hear my soul speak :— 
The very instant that I saw you, did 
My heart fly to your service i there resides, 
To make me slave to it; and for your sake 
Am I this patient log-man. * 

Mira. Do you love me ? 

Fer. O heaven, O earth, bear witness to this sound, 
And crown .what I profess with kind event. 
If I speak true ; if hollowly, invert 
What best is boded me, to mischief! I, 
Beyond all limit of what else i' the world, 
Do love, prizes honour you. 

Mira. I am a fool, 

To weep at what I am glad of. 

Pro, Fair encounter 

Of two most rare affections ! Heavens rain grace 
On that which breeds between them ! 

Fer. Wherefore weep you ? 

Mira. At mine unworthiness, that dare not oi&r 
What I desire to give ; and much less take 
What I shall die to want : but this is trifling ; 
And all the more it seeks to hide itself. 
The bigger bulk it shows. Hence, bashful cunoing I 
And prompt me, plain and holy innocence ! 
I am your wife, if you will marry me ; 
If not, I '11 die ^ our maid : to be your fellow 
You may deny me ; but 1 11 be your servant^ 
Whether you will or no. 
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Fer. My mistress, dearest, 

And I thus humble ever. 

Mira. My husband then ^ 

Fer, Ay, with a heart as willing J 

As bondage e'er of freedom : here 's my hand. 

Mira, And mine, with my heart in 't : And nov 
farewell, 
Till half an hour hence. 

Fer. A thousand ! thousand ! 

[Exeunt Fer. and MiB- 

Pro. So glad of this as they I cannot be, 
Who are surpris'd with all ; but my rejoicing 
At nothing can be more. I '11 to my book ; 
For yet, ere supper-time, must I perform 
Much business appertaining. [Bxii. 

SCENE 11.— Another paH of 1^ Island. 

Enter Stepha.no and Trinculo ; Caliban following 
with a bottle, 

Ste. Tell not me ; — ^when the butt is out we will 
drink water; not a drop before : therefore bear up, and 
board 'em : Servant-monster, drink to me. 

Trin. S6rvant-monster ? the folly of this island! 
Tliey say there 's but five upon this isle : we are three 
of them ; if the other two be brained like us, the state 
totters. 

Ste. Drink, servant-monster, when I bid thee; tliv 
eyes are almost set in thy head, 

Trin. Where should they be set else? he were a 
brave monster indeed, if they were set in his tail. 

Sta My man-monster hath drowned his tongue iu 
sack : for my part, the sea cannot drown me : I swam, 
ere I could recover the shore, five-and-thirty leagues, 
off and on. By this light, thou shalt be my lieutenant, 
moustor, or my standard. 

Trtn. Your lieutenant, if you list ; be 's no standard, 

Ste. We '11 not run. monsieur monster. 
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Trin. Not go neither : but you '11 lie, like dogs; and 
yet say nothing neither. 

Ste. Moon-calf, speak once in thy life, if thou . beest 
a good moon-calf. 

CcU, How does thy honour? Let me lick thy shoe : 
1 11 not serve him, he is not valiant. 

Trin. Thou liest, most ignorant monster ; I am in 
case to justle a constable : why, thou debpshed fish 
thou, was there ever man a coward that hatfai drunk so 
much sack as I to-day 1 Wilt thou tell s^ monstrous 
lie, being but half a fish, and half a monster ? 

Cat, Lo, how he mocks me ! wilt thou let him, my 
lord! 

Trin. Lord, quoth he! — that a monster should be 
such a natural ! 

Col. Lo, lo, again ! bite him to death, I prithee. 

Ste. Trincido, keep a good tongue in your head ; if 
you prove a mutineer, the next tree — The poor mon- 
ster s my subject, and he shall not suffer indignity. 

. Cal. I thaii my noble lord. Wilt thou be pleas'd 
To hearken once again to the suit I made to thee ? 

Ste. Marry will I : kneel and repeat it ; I will stan4» 
and so shall Trinculo. 

Enter Ariel, invisible. 

Col, As I told thee before, I am subject to a tyrant ; 
A sorcerer, that by his cunning hath cheated me 
Of the island. 

Ari. Thou liest. 

CaL Thou liest, thou jesting monkey, thou ; 
I irould my valiant master would destroy thee : 
I do not lie. 

Ste. Trinculo, if you trouble him any more in his 
tale, by this hand, I will supplant some of your teeth. 

Trin. Why, I said nothing. 

Ste. Mum then, and no more. — [To Caliban.] Pro- 
ceed. 

Cal. I say, by sorcery he got this isle ; 
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From me he got it. If thy greatness vill 
Revenge it on him — for, I know, thou dar^st ; 
But this thing dare not. 

Ste: That *s most certain. 

Col. Thou shalt be lord of it^ and I Tl serve thee. 

Ste. How now shall this be compassed? Canst thou 
bring me to the party f 

Cctl, Yea, yea, my lord ; I '11 yield hun thee asleep 
Where thou mayst knock a nail into his head. 

Art, Thou liest, thou canst not. 

Cal What a pied ninny 's this I Thou scurvy patch !— 
I do beseech thy greatness, give him blows, 
And take his bottle from him : when that 's gone, 
He shall drink nought but brine ; for 1 '11 not show him 
Where the quick freshes are. 

Ste. Trinculo, run into no further danger i interrupt 
the monster one word further, and, by this hand, I *11 
turn my mercy out of doors, and make a stock&h of 

Trin. Why, what did I? I did nothing; 1 11 go 
further off. 

Ste. Didst thou not say he lied ? 

Art. Thou liest. 

Ste. Do I so? take thou that. [Strikes him.'] As 
you like this, give me the lie another time. 

Trin. I did not give the lie : — Out o' yQur wits, and 

hearing too? A pox o' your bottle! this can sack 

and drinking do. — A murrain on your monster, and the 
devil take your fingei-s ! 

Cal. Ha, ha, ha ! 

Ste. Now, forward with your tale. Prithee stand 
fiuiher off. 

Cal. Beat him enough : after a little time, 
I '11 beat him too. 

Ste. Stand further. — Come, proceed. 

Cal. Why, as I told thee, 't is a custom with him 
I* the afternoon to sleep : there thou mayst brain him, 
Having first seized his books ; or with a log 
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Batter his skuU, or paunch him with a stake^ 

Or cut his wezand with thy knife : Remember, 

First to possess his books ; for without them 

He *s but a sot, as I am, nor hath not 

One spirit to command : They all do hate him. 

As rootedly as I : Bum but his books ; 

He has brave utensils, (for so he calls them,) 

Which, when he has a hous^ he 11 deck withal. 

And that most deeply to consider, is 

The beauty of his daughter ; be himself 

Calls her a nonpareil : I ne'er saw woman, 

Bat only Sycorax my dam, and she; 

But she as far surpasseth Sycoraz, 

As greatest does least. 

Ste, Is it so brave a lass ? 

Col. Ay, lord; she will become thy bed, I warrant, 
And bring thee forth brave brood. 

Ste, Monster, I will kill this man : his daughter and 
I will be king and queen ; (save our graces!) and Trin- 
eulo and thyself shall be viceroys : — Dost thou like the 
plot, Trinculo 9 

7Wn. Excellent. 

Ste. Give me thy hand ; I am sorry I beat thee : 
but, while thou livest, keep a good tongue in thy head. 

CcU. Within this half-hour will he be asleep ; 
Wilt tfaoa destroy him then ? , 

Ste, Ay, on mine honour. 

Ari. This will I tell my master. 

Cal, Thou mak^st me merry : I am full of pleasure ^ 
Let us be jocund : Will you troll the catch 
You taught me but while-ere 1 

Ste. At thy request, monster, I will do reason, any 
reason: 
Come on, Trinculo, let us sing. [Sings. 

Float 'em, and oout 'em ; and skout em, and float 'em ; 

Thought ia ftee. 

Cal. That 's not the time. 

[Ani-SL pUtjfS the tune on a tabor and pipe. 
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Ste. What is this same f 

Trm. This is the tune of our catch, played by (}/< 
picture of Nobody. 

Ste. If thou beest a man, show thyself in ttiy like* 
ness : if thou beest a devil, take *t as thou list 

Trin, O, forgive me my sins I • 

Ste. He that d^es pays all debts : I defy thee :— 
Mercy upon us I 

Col. Art thou afeard? 

Ste. No, monster, not I. 

Cal. Be not afeard ; the isle is full of noises, 
Sounds, and sweet airs, ihkt give delight and hurt not 
Sometimes a thousand twangling instiximents 
Will hum about mine ears ; and sometime voices, 
That, if I then had wak'd after long sleep, 
Will make me sleep again : and then, in dreaming. 
The clouds, methought, would open and show riches 
Ready to drop upon me ; that when I wak'd 
I cried to dream again. 

Ste. This will prove a brave kingdom to me, where I 
shall have my music for nothing. 

Cal. When Prospero is destroyed. 

Ste. That shall be by and by : I remember th6 story. 

Trifu The sound is going away : let 's follow it, and 
after do our work. 

Ste. Lead^ monster ; we ^U follow. — I would I could 
see this taborer : he lays it on. 

Triti. Wilt come « I '11 follow Stephaiio. [Exemt 

SCENE lII.-^Another part of the Island. 

Efiter Alonso, Sebastian, Antonio, Gomzalo, 
Adrian, Fhancisco, and others. 

Gon. By 'r lakin, I can go no further, sir ; 
My old bones ache : here 's a maze trod, indeed, 
"inirough forth-rights and meandei's ! by your patiosce, 
I needs must rest me. 

Ahn' Old lord, I cannot blame thee, 
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Who am myself attached with weariness^ 
Tq the dulling of my spirits : sit down and rest. 
£ven here I will put off my hope, and keep it 
No longer for my flatterer : he is drown'd 
Whom thus we stray to find ; and the sea mocks 
Our frustrate search on land : Well, let him go. 

Ant. I am right glad that he 's so out of hope. 

[Aside to Seb. 
Do not, for one repulse, forego the purpose 
That you resolved to effect. 

Seb. The next advantage 

Will we take thoroughly. 

Ant. Let it be to-night ; 

For now they are oppressed with travel, they 
Will not, nor cannot, use such vigilance. 
As when they are-firesh. 

Seb. I say, to-night : no more. 

Solemn and strange music; and Prospero dbovey in" 
visible. Enter several strange Shapes, bringing in 
a banquet; they dance about it with gentle actions 
of salutation; and, inviting the King, S^c.yto eat, 
they depart. 

Alon. What harmony is this ? my good friends, hark ! 

Gan. Mai-vellous sweet music ! 

Alon. Give us kind keepers, heavens ! What were 
these? 

Seb. A living drollery : Now I will believe 
That there are unicorns ; that in Arabia 
There is one tree, the phoenix' throne ; one phcenix 
At this hour reigning there. 

Ant. I '11 1)elieve both ; 

And what does else want credit, come to me, 
And 1 11 be sworn 't is true : Travellers ne'er did lie^ 
Though fools at home condemn them. 

Gon. If in Naples 

I should report this now, would they believe me? 
If I should say I saw such islanders, 
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(For, ceries, iheie aie people of the island,) 
Who, though they are of monstrous shape, yet, noti^ 
Their mannen are more gentle, kind, than of 
Our human generati<m you shall find 
Many, nay, almost any. 

Pro, Honest lord, 

Thou hast said well ; for some of you there present 
Are worse than devils. [Aside, 

Alon. , I cannot too much muse 

Such shapes, such gesture, and such sound, expressing 
(Although Uiey want the use of tongue) a kind 
Of excellent dumb discourse. 

Pro, Praise in departing. [Aside, 

Fran, They vanished strangely. 

iSe&. No matter, since 

They have left their viands behind; for we have 

stomachs. — 
Will *t please you taste of what is here 9 

Alan, Not I. 

Gon. Faith, sir, you need not fear : When we were 
boys, ■ 
Who would believe that there wer6 mountaineers 
Dew-lapp*d like bulls, whose throats had hanging at 

them 
Wallets of flesh ? or that there were such men 
Whose heads stood in t^eir breasts f which now we 

find. 
Each putter-out of five for one * will bring as 
Good warrant of. 

Alon. I will stand to, and feed. 

Although my last : no matter, since I feel 
The best is past : — Brother, my lord the duke, 
Stand to, and do as we. 

* The putter-wt is he nrho, being about to encounter the 
dangfen df travel, deposits a lum of money to receive a larger 
sum if he returns in safety. Five for one appears to have beeo 
the rate for a very distant voyage. Five for one was, thereforei 
the technical term applied to a putter-out. He puts out at the 
rate qf&ve for one. 
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Hiunder and Ughtnmg. Enter Ariel Uke a harpy ; 
claps hia toinga upon the table, and, with a quaint 
device^ the banquet vanisJiea. 

Art, You are three men of sin, whom destiny 
(That hath to instrament this lower world, 
And what is in 't) the never-surfeited sea * 
Hath caused to belch up you, and on this island 
Where man doth not imiabit ; you ^mongst men 
Being most unfit to live. I have made you mad ; 

[^Seeinff Axon., Sbb., S^c, draw their swords. 
And even with such-like valour, men hang and drown 
Their proper selves. You fools ! I and my fellows 
Are ministers of fate ; the elements. 
Of whom your swords are tempered, may as well 
Wound the loud winds, or with bemock'd-at stabs 
Kill the still-closing waters, as diminish 
One dowle * that 's in my plume ; my fellow-ministers, 
Are like invulnerable : if you could hurt, 
Your swords are now too massy for your strengths^ 
And will not be uplifted : Bu^ remember, 
(For that 's my business to you,) that you three 
From Milan did supplant good Prospero : 
£xpos*d unto the sea, which hath requit it, 
Him and his innocent child : for which foul deed 
The powers, delaying, not forgetting, have 
Incensed the seas and shores, yea, all the creaturei^ 
Against your peace : Thee, of thy son, Alonso, 
They have bereft ; and do pronounce, by me. 
Lingering perdition (worse than any death 
Can be at once) shall step by step attend 
You, 9nd your ways; whose wraths to guard you 

from 
(Which here, in this most desolate isle, else falls 
Upon your heads) is nothing, but hearths sorrow. 
And a clear life ensuing. 

" Dowle— B. feather, a particle of down. 
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He vanishes in thunder : then, to soft music, enter the 
Shapes again, and dance toith mops and mowes, and 
caiTy out the table. 

Pro. Bravely the figure of this harpy hast thou 
Perform'd, my Ariel ; a grace it had, devouring : 
Of my instruction hast thou nothing 'bated, 
In what thou hadst to say : so, with good life, ^ 
And observation strange, my meaner ministers 
Their several kinds have done : my high charms work, 
And these, mine enemies, are all knit up 
In their distractions: they now are in my power; 
And in these fits I leave them, while I visit 
Young Ferdinand, (whom they suppose is drown'd,) 
And his and my lov'd darling. [ExifPROs. from above. 

Gon. Y the name of something holy, sir, why stand you 
In this strange stare ? 

Alon. O, it is monstrous ! monstrous ! 

Methought the billows spoke, and told me of it; 
The winds did sing it to me ; and the thunder, 
That deep and dreadful organ-pipe, pronounced 
The name of Prosper; it did bass my trespass. 
Therefore my son i' the ooze is bedded ; and 
I '11 seek him deeper than e'er plummet soimded, 
And with him there lie mudded. [EsM. 

Seb. But one fiend at a time^ 

I '11 fight their legions o'er. 

Ant. 1 11 be thy second. 

[Exeunt Seb. and Ant. 

Gon. All three of them ai-e desperate ; their great guilt, 
Like poison given to work a great time after. 
Now 'gins to bite the spirits : — I do beseech you, 
That are of suppler joints, follow them swiftly, 
And hinder them from what this ecstacy 
May now provoke tliem to. 

A.dr. Follow, I pray you. [Exewd. 

» Good /(^-^alactity, energy, spirit.' 
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ACT IV. 

SCENE I.— Before Prosiwro'^ Cell. 
Enter Prospero, Ferdinand^ OTtd Miranda. 

Pro, If I have too austerely puiiish'd you, 
Your compensation makes amends ; for I 
Hare given you here a thread of mine own life. 
Or that for which I live ; whom once again 
I tender to thy hand : all thy vexations 
Were but my trials of thy love, and thou 
Hast strangely stood the test : here, afore Heaven, 
I ratify this my rich gift O Ferdinand, 
Do not smile at me that I boast her off, 
For thou shalt find she will outstrip all praise, 
And make it halt behind her. 

Fer. I do believe it. 

Against an oracle. 

Pro. Then, as my gift, and thine own acquisition 
Worthily purchas'd, take my daughter : But 
If thou dost break her virgin knot before 
All sanctimonious ceremonies may 
With full and holy rite be minister'd, 
No sweet aspersion i^ shall the heavens let fall 
To make this contract gi-ow : but barren hate, 
Sour-ey^d disdain, and discord, shall bestrew 
The union of your bed with weeds so loathly. 
That you shall hate it both : therefoi'e take heed, 
As Hymen's lamps shall light you. 

Fer. As I liope 

For quiet days, fair issue, and long life, 
With such love as 't is now, the murkiest den, 
The most opportune place, the strongest suggesticm 
• • >4spern'o}i— sprinkling. 
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Our woTser genius can, shall never melt 

Mine honour into lust ; to take away 

The edge of that day^s celebration, 

When I shall think, or Phcebus* steeds are foundered. 

Or night kept chained below. 

Pro, Fairly spoke : 

Sit then, and talk with her, she is thine own.— 
What, Ariel ; my industrious servant, Ariel ! 

Enter Ariel. 

Ari. What would my potent master 1 here I am. 

Pro. Thou and thy meaner fellows your last service 
Did worthily perform ; and I must use you 
In such anotlier trick : go, bring the rabble^ 
O^er whom I give thee power, here, to this place : 
Incite them to quick motion ; for I must 
Bestow upon the eyes of this young couple 
Some vanity of mine art ; it is my promise, 
And they expect it from me. 

Aru Presently? 

Pro. Ay, with a twink. 

Ari. Before you can say, Come, and Oo^ 
And breathe twice ; and cry, So, so ; 
Each one, tripping on his toe. 
Will be here with mop and mowe : 
Do you love me, master^ no. 

Pro. Dearly, my delicate Ariel : Do not approach 
Till thou dost hear me call. 

Ari. Well, I conceive. [JExiL 

Pro. Look thou be true : do not give dalliance 
Too much the rein : the strongest oaths are straw 
To the fire i^ the blood : be more abstemious, 
Or else good night your vow ! 

Fer, ^ I warrant you, sir. 

The white cold virgin snow upon my heart 
Abates the ardour of my liver. 

Pro. WelL-r- 
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Now'come, my Ariel : biing a corollary,* 

Rather than want a spirit : appear, and pertly.-^ 

No tongue ; all eyes ; be silent {^Soft muaie, 

A Masque, Enter Ibis. 

Iris, Geres, most bounteous lady, thy rich leas 
Of wheat, rye, barley, yetches, oats, and pease ; 
Thy toify mountains, where liye nibbling sheep. 
And flat meads thatch'd with stover, them to keep ; 
Thy banks with pioned and twilled brims,^ 
Which spongy April at thy best betrims. 
To make cold nymphs chaste crowns ; and thy broom 

groves, 
Whose shadow the dismissed bachelor loves. 
Being laas-lom ; thy pole-clipped vineyard ; 
And thy sea-marge, steril, and rocky-hard. 
Where thou thyself dost air : The queen o^ the sky, 
Whose watery arch, and messenger, am I, 
Bids thee leave these ; and with her sovereign grace, 
Here on this grass-plot, in this very place, 
To come and sport : her peacocks fly amain : 
Approach, rich Geres, her to entertain. 

Enter Geres. 

CfT. Hail, many-colour*d messenger, that ne'er 
Dost disobey the wife of Jupiter ; 
Who, with thy safiron wings, upon my flowers 
Diflusest honey-drops, refresUng showers ; 
. And with each end of thy blue bow dost crown 
My bosky acres, and my unshrubb'd down, 

• Corollartf — a surplus number. 

b Pimed and twilled. What banks does April betrim at the 
hest of Ceres ? piated banks, — ^that is, banks dug, thrown up. 
A pioneer, or pumer, is a digger. The brim of the bank is thus 
especially pioned. Henley says, '* Twilled is obviously formed 
from the participle of the French verb iomller, which Colffravo 
interprets ' filthily to mix or mingle : confound or shuffle to- 
gether; bedirt; begrime; besmear.** 
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Rich scarf to my proud earth : Why hath thy queen 
Summoned me hitlier, to this short-g:rass*d green I 

Iris. A contract of true love to celebrate ; 
And some donation freely to estate 
On the bless'd lovers. 

Cei\ Tell me, heavenly bow, 

If Venus, or her son, as thou dost know, 
Do now attend the queen? Since they did plot 
The means that dusky Dis my daughter got. 
Her and her blind boy's scandaVd company 
I have forsworn. 

Iris. Of her society 

Be not afraid ; I met her deity 
Cutting the clouds towards Paphos ; and her son 
Dove-drawn with her : here thought they to have done 
Some wanton charm upon this man and maid, 
Whose vows are that no bed-rite shall be paid 
Till Hymen's torch be lighted : but in vain ; 
Mars's hot minion is retum'd again ; 
Her waspish-headed son has broke his arrows. 
Swears he will shoot no more, but play with sparrow^ 
And be a boy right out. 

Cer. Highest queen of state. 

Great Juno comes : I know her by her gait. 

Enter Juno. 

Jun. How does my bounteous sister? Gro with mp, 
To bless this twain, that they may prosperous be, 
And lionour'd in their issue. 

SONG. 

Jtlil. Honour, riches, marriage blessinsj, 

Long continuance, and increasing. 

Hourly joys be still upon you ! 

Juno sings her blessings on you. 
Ccr. Earth's increase, foison plenty^ 

Bams and garners never empty ; 
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Viues, with clust'ring bunches growing ; 
Plants with goodly burthen lx>wing ; 
Spring come to you, at the farthest* 
In the very end of har\'est I 
Scarcity and want shall shun yon ; 
Ceres' blessing so is un you. 

Fer. This is a most majestic vision, and 
Harmonious charmingly : May I be bold 
To think these spirits i 

Pro. Spirits, which by mine art 

I have from their confines call'd to enact 
My present fancies. 

Fer, Let me live here ever ; 

So rare a wonder'd father, and a wife. 
Make this place Paradise. 

[Juno and Ceres whisper, and send Ibu 
on employment. 

Pro. Sweet now, silence ; 

Juno and Geres whisner seriously ; 
There 's something else to do : hush, and be mute, 
Or else our spell is marr'd. 

Iris, You nymphs call'd Naiads, of the windering^ 
brooks, 
With your sedg'd crowns, and ever harmless looks, 
Leave your crisp channels^ and on this green land 
Answer your summons : Juno does command : 
Gorne, temperate nymphs, and help to celebrate 
A contract of true love ; be not too late. 

Enter certain Nymphs. 

You sun-buni'd sicklemen, of August weary, 
Come hither from the furrow, and be merry ; • 
Make holiday : your rye-straw hats put oDj 
And these fresh nymphs encounter every one 
In country footing. 

• Windering, The epithet, of course, has the meaning of 
vmding, 

VOL. IV. - L 
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Enter certain Reapers, properly habited i they Join 
toith the Nympha in a graceful dance ; towards the 
end whereof Prospero starts suddenly, and speaks; 
after wTUch, to a strange, hollow, and confused 
noise, they heavily vanish. 

Pro. \Aside.'] I had forgot that foul conspiracy 
Of the beast Caliban, jEind his confederates, 
Against my life ; the minute of their plot 
Is almost come. — [To the Spirits.'] Well done; — 
avoid ; — no more. 

Fer. This is strange : your father 's in some passion 
That works him strongly. 

Mira. Never till this day. 

Saw I him touched with anger so distempered. 

Pro. You do look, my son, in a mov'd sort, 
As if you were dismay'd : be cheerful, sir : 
Our revels now are ended: these our actors, 
As I foretold you, were all spirits, and 
Are melted into air, into thin air : 
And, like the baseless fabric of this vision. 
The cloud-capp'd towers, the gorgeous palacesi, 
The solemn temples, the great globe itself. 
Yea, all which it inherit, shall dissolve; 
And, like this insubstantial pageant faded. 
Leave not a rack * behind : We are such stuff 
As dreams are made on, and our little life 
Is rounded with a sleep,^ — Sir, I am vex'd ; 
Bear with my weakness ; my old brain is troubled. 
Be not disturbed with my infirmity : 
If you be pleased, retire into my cell, 

* We may take rack in the sense of the smallest feathery cloud 
—the cirrus of modern science. 

>> Rounded is used in the sense of encompassed. The •• insub- 
stantial pa};eant " had been presented ; its actors had " melted 
into thin air;" it was an unreality. In the same way, Ufa 
Itself is but a dream. It is surrounded with the sleep wliich is 
the parent of dreams. 
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And there repose ; a turn or two I '11 walk, 

To still my beating mind. 

Fer.f Mira. We wish your peace. [Exeunt, 

Pro. Come with a thought : — I thank thee : — ^Ariel, 
come. 

Enter Ariel. 

Ari. Thy thoughts 1 cleave to : What 'a thy pleasurel 

Pro. Spirit, 

We must prepare to meet with Caliban. 

Art. Ay, my commander ; when 1 presented Ceres, 
I ih6ught to have told thee of it ; but I fear'd 
Lest I might anger thee. 

Pro. Say again, where didst thou leave these rarlets ? 

Ari. I told you, sir, they were red-hot with drink* 
ing: 
So fiiil of valour that they smote the air 
For breathing in their faces ; beat the ground 
For kissing of their feet ; yet always bending 
Towards their project : Then I beat my tabor, 
At which, like unback'd colts, they prick'd their cars, 
Advanc*d their eyelids, lifted up their noses, 
As they smelt music ; so I charm'd their ears. 
That, calf-like, they my lowing foUow'd, through 
Tooth'd briers, sharp ftuzes, pricking goss, and thorns. 
Which enter'd tiieir frail shins : at last I left them 
I' the filthy mantled pool beyond your cell. 
There dancing up to the chins, that the foul lake 
O'erstunk their feet. 

Pro. This was well done, my bird ; 

Thy shape invisible retain thou still : 
The trumpery in my house, go, bring it hither^ 
For stale to catch these thieves. 

Ari. I go, I go. [Exit. 

Pro. A devil, a bom devil, on whose nature 
Nurture can never stick ; on whom my pains, 
Humanely taken, all, all lost, quite lost : 
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And as, with age, his body uglier grows, 

So his mind cankers : I will plague them all, 

Re-enter Ariel, haden with glistering apparel, fy:. 
Even to roaring : — Come, hang them on this line. 

pROSPERO atid Ariel remain invisible. Enter Cali- 
ban, Stephano, and Trinculo, all wet. 

Col. Pray you, tread softly, that the blind mole may 
not 
Hear a foot fall : we now are near his cell. 

Ste. Monster, your fairy, which you say is a harm- 
less fairy, has done little better th£Ui played tlie Jack 
with us. 

Trin. Monster, I do smell all horse-piss ; at which 
my nose is in great indignation. 

Ste, So is mine. Do you hear, monster? If I should 
take a displeasure against you ; look you, — 

Trin. Thou wert but a lost monster. 

Cal. Grood my lord, give me thy favour still : 
Be patient, for the prize I '11 bring thee to 
Shall hoodwink this mischance : therefore speak softly, 
All ^s hush'd as midnight yet. 

Trin. Ay, but to lose our bottles in tlie pool, — 

Ste. There is not only disgiace and dishonour in that, 
monster, but an infinite loss. 

Trin. That 's more to me than my wetting : yet this 
is your harmless fairy, monster. 

Ste. I will fetch off my bottle, though I be o'er ears 
for my labour. 

Cat. Prithee, my king, be quiet : See'st thou here, 
This is the moutli o* the cell : no noise, and enter. 
"Do^ that good mischief, which may make this island 
Thine own for ever, and I, thy Caliban, 
For aye thy foot-licker. 

Ste. Give me tliy hand.: I do begin to have bloody 
thoughts. 
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Trin. O king Stephano! O peer! O wortliy Ste- 
phano ! look, what a wardrobe here is for thee ! 

Cal. Let it aloue, thou fool ; it is but trash. 

Trin. O, ho, monster j we know what belongs to a 
frippery : — O king Stephano ! 

Ste. Put off that gown, Trinculo ; by this hand, 1 11 
have that gown. 

Trin, Thy grace shall have it. 

Cal. The dropsy drown this fool ! what do you mean, 
To dote thus on such luggage ? Let *s alone, 
And do the murther first : if he awake, 
From toe to crown he 11 fill our skins with pinches ; 
Make us strange stuff. 

Ste. Be you quiet, monster. — Mistress line, .is not 
this my jerkin ? Now is the jerkin under the line : 
now, jerkin, you are like to lose your hair, and prove a 
bald jerkin. 

TVm. Do, do : We steal by line and level, an 'tlike 
your grace. 

Ste. I thank thee for that jest: here 's a garment 
for 't : wit shall not go unrewarded while I am king of 
this country : Steal by line and level is an excellent 
pass of pate ; there 's another garment for 't. 

Trin. Monster, come, put some lime ujwn your fin- 
gers, and away with the rest. 

Cal. I will have none on *t : we shall lose our time, 
And all be tum'd to barnacles, or to apes 
With foreheads villainous low. 

Ste. Monster, lay-to your fingers ; help to bear this 
away where my hogshead of wine is, or I '11 turn you 
out of my kingdom : go to, carry this. 

Trin. And this. 

Ste, Ay, and this. 
A noise of hunters heard. Enter divers Spirits, in 

shape of hounds, and hunt therx about. Prospero 

and Arikl setting them on. 

Pro. Hey, Mountain, hey | 
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AH. Silver! there it goes, Stiver! 

Pro, Fury, Fury! tiiere, Tyrant, there ! haikjhark! 
[Cal., Stb., and Taiw are driven out. 
Go, charge my goblins that they griiia their joints 
With dry convulsions ; shorten up their sinews 
With aged cramps; and more pinch-spotted make them, 
Than {»id or cat o^ mountain. 

Ari, Hark, they roar. 

Pro, Let them be hunted soundly : At this hour 
Lie at my mercy all mine enemies : 
Shortly shall all my labours end, and thou 
Shalt have the air of freedom : for a little, 
Follow, and do me service. [JUxeunt. 
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ACT V. 

SCENE h^Before the CeU o/' Prosper©. 
Enter Probpbro in his metric robes i and Arivl. 

Pro. Now does my project gather to a head : 
My chanps crack not ; toy spirits obey ; and Time 
Goes upright with his carriage. How 's the day f 

Art, On the sixth hour ; at which time, my lord. 
You said our work should cease. 

Pro. I did say so, 

When first I rais'd the tempest. Say, my spirit^ 
How fares the king and ^s followers f 

Ari, Confined togetil^eT 

In the same fashion as you gave in charge , 
Just as you leit them ; all prisoners, sir, 
In the line-grove which weather-fends your cell ; 
They cannot budge till your release. The king, 
Hii^ brother, and yours, abide all three distracted ; 
And the remainder mourning over them, 
Brimful! of sorrow and dismay ; but chiefly 
Him that you term'd, sir, "The good old lord, Gon^oj^ 
His tears run down his beard, like winter's drops 
From eaves of reeds : your charm so strongly works 

them. 
That if you now beheld them your affections 
Would becpme tender. 

Pro. Dost thou think so, spirit t 

Art. Mine would, sir, were I human. 

Pro. And mine sh^ll. 

Hast thou, which art but air, a touch, a feeling 
Of their afflictions ? and shall not myself, 
One of their kind, that relish all as sharply, 
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Passion as they, be kindlier mov'd than thou art? 
Though with their high wrongs I am strook to the 

quick, 
Yet, with my nobler reason Against my fury 
Do I take part . the rarer action is 
In virtue than in vengeance : they being penitoit, 
The sole drift of my purpose doth extend 
Not a frown further : Qo, release them, Ariel ; 
My cliarms I *11 break, their senses 1 11 restore. 
And they sliall be themselves. 

Ari. 1 11 fetch tfaem, sir. [ExiL 

Pro, Ye elves of hills, brooks, standing lakes^ and 
groves; 
And ye that on the sands with printless foot 
Do chase the ebbing Neptune, and do fly him, 
When he comes back ; you demi-puppefs that 
By moonshine do the green sour ringlets make^ 
Whereof the ewe not bites ; and you, whose paftiiM 
Is to make midnight-mushrooms ; that rejoice 
To hear the solemn curfew ; by whose aid 
(Weak masters though ye he) I have bedimm^d j 

The noontide sun, call'd forth the mutinous winds, { 

And 'twixt the green sea and the azur^d vault < 

Set roaring war : to the dread rattling thunder | 

Have I given fire, and rifted Jove's stout oak 
With his own bolt: the strong-bas'd promontory 
Have I made shake ; and by the spurs pluck*d up 
The pine and cedar : graves, at my command. 
Have wak'd their sleepers ; op'd, and let them forth 
By my so potent art : But this rough magic 
I here abjure : and, when I have requir'd 
Some Iieavenly music, (which even now I do,) 
To work mine end upon their senses that 
This airy charm is for, I 11 break my staff, 
Bury it certain fathoms in the earth. 
And, deeper tlian did ever plummet sound, 
I 11 drown my book. [Solemn i 



d by Google 



Scene I.J THE TEMPEST. 183 

Re-enter Ariel : after htm, Alonso, with a frantic 
gesture, attended by Gonzalo ; Sebastian and An- 
tonio in like manner, attended by Adrian and 
Francisco : they all enter the circle which Pro- 
sFE&o had mads, and there stand charmed; which 
Prospero observing, speaks, 

A solemn air, and the best comforter 

To an unsettled fancy, cure thy brains, 

Now useless, boil'd within thy "skull ! There stand, 

For you are spell-stopp'd. 

Holy Gonzalo, honourable man, 

Mine eyes, even sociable to the show of thine, 

Fall fellowly drops. — The charm dissolves apace ; 

And as the morning steals upon the night. 

Melting the darkness, so their rising senses 

Begin to chase the ignorant fumes that mantle 

Their clearer reason. — O good Gonzalo, 

My true preserver, and a loyal sir 

To him thou foUow'st, I will pay thy graces 

Home, both in word and deed. — Most cruelly 

Didst thou, Alonso, use me and my daughter : 

Thy brother was a furtherer in the act ; — 

Thou art pinch'd for 't now, Sebastian. — Flesh and blood, 

You brother mine, that entertain'd ambilion, 

Expeird remorse and nature ; who, with Sebastian, 

(Whose inward pinches therefore ai-e most strong,) 

Would here have kill'd your king ; I do forgive thee, 

Unnatural though thou art ! — Their understanding 

Begins to swell ; and the approaching tide 

Will shortly fill the. reasonable shores, 

That now lie foul and muddy. - Not one of them 

That yet looks on me, or would know me : — Ariel, 

Fetch me the hat and rapier in my cell ; [Exit Ariel. 

I wiU disease me, and myself present, 

As I was sometime Milan :— quickly spirit ; 

Then shalt ere long be free. 
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Aribi. re-eniers, atnginff^ and helps to attire Prospbro. 

AH* Where the bee gucka, there suck I ; 
In a cowslip's bell I lie : 
There I couch when owl^ do cry. 
On the bat's back I do fly 
After summer merrily : 
Merrily, merrily, shall I live now* 
Under the blossom that hangs on the bough. 

Pro, Why, that 's my dainty Ariel : I shall miss 
thee; 
But yet thou shalt have freedom : so, so, so. — 
To the king's ship, invisible as thou art i 
There shalt thou find the mariners asleep 
Under the hatches ; the master, and the boatswain. 
Being awake, enforce them to this place; 
And presently, I prithee. 

Ari. I drink the air befbre me^ and return 
Or e'er your pulse twice beat. [Exit ArnSL. 

Gon. All torment, trouble, wonder, and amazement 
Inhabits here : Some heavenly power guide us 
Out of this fearftil country ! 

Pro. Behold, sir king. 

The wronged duke of Milan, Prospero : 
For more assurance that a living prince 
Does now speak to thee, I embrace thy body ; 
And to thee, and thy company, I bid 
A hearty welcome. . 

Alon, WheV thou beest he, or no^ 

Or some enchanted trifle to abuse me, 
As late I have been, I not know : thy pulse 
Beats, as of flesh and blood ; and, since I saw ffaeti 
The affliction of my mind amends, with which, 
I fear, a madness held me : this must crave 
(An if this be at all) a most strange story. 
Thy dukedom I resign ; and do entreat 
Thou ^rdon me my wrongs : — But how should Proiparo 
Be livmg, and be here ? 

Pro, Firsts noble friend, 
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Let me embrace thine age ; whose honour cannot 
Be meiinir'd, or confined. 

Gon* Whether thi« be, 

Or be not, 1 11 not swear. 

Pih. You do yet taste 

Some subtilties o' the isle, that will not let you 
Believe things certain : — Welcome, my friends ftll :— 
But yon, my brace of lords, were I so minded, 

lAside to Sbbas. and Ant. 
I here could pluck his highness' frown upon you, 
And justify you traitors ; at this time 
I '11 tell no tales. 

Sek. The deyil speaks in him, [Aiide. 

Pro. No2— 

For you, most wicked sir, whom to call brother 
Woidd even infect my mouth, I do forgive 
Thy rankest fault ; all of them } and require 
My dukedom of thee^ which, p^orce, I Know 
Thou must restore. 

Alon, If thou beest Prospero^ 

Give us partiouUrs of thy preservation ; 
How thou hast met us here, who three hours since 
Were wrack'd upon this shore ; where I have lost 
(How sharp the point of this remembrance is !) 
My dear son Ferdinand. 

Pro. I am woe for 't, sir. 

Alon. Irreparable is the loss ; and patience 
Says it is past her cure. 

Pro, I rather think, 

You have not sought her help ; of whose soft grace 
For the like loss, I have her sovereign aid. 
And rest myself content. 

Alon, You the like loss f 

Pro, As great to me, as late ; and supportable 
To make the dear loss, have I means much we^er 
Than you may call to comfort you j for I 
Have lost my daughter. 
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Ahn, A daughter i 

heavens ! that they were living both in Napl«t, 
The king and queen there ! that they were, I wish 
Myself were mudded in that oozy bed 

"Where my son lies. When did you lose your daughter! 

Pro. In this last tempest I perceive these lords 
At this encounter do so much admire, 
That they devour their reason ; and scarce thiiik 
Their eyes do offices of truth, their words 
Are natural breath : buf^ howsoever you have 
Been justled from your senses, know for certain 
That I am Prospero, and that very duke 
Which was thrust forth of Milan ; who most strangely 
Upon this shore, where you were wrack 'd, was landed^ 
To be the lord on 't No more yet of this ; 
For 't is a chronicle of day by day. 
Not a relation for a breakfast, nor 
Befitting this first meeting. Welcome, sir ; 
This cell *s my court : here have I few attendants, 
And subjects none abroad : pray you, look in. 
My dukedom since you have given ij^e again, 

1 will requite you with as good a thing ; 
At least, bring forth a wonder to content ye, 
As much as me my dukedom. 

The entrance of the Cell opens, and discovers Frrdx« 
NAND a7id Miranda playiaig ai chess, 

Mira. Sweet lord, you play nie false. 

Fer, No, my dearest love, 

I would not for the world. 

Mira. Yes, for a score of kingdoms you shoal d 
wrangle. 
And I would call it fair play. 

Alon. If this prove 

A vision of the island, one dear son 
Shall I twice lose. 

S«*- A most high miracle! 
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Fer. Though the seas threaten, they are merciful : 
1 have curs'd them without cause. [Feb. ktueU to Alon. 

AUm. Now all the blessings 

Of a glad father compass thee about ! 
Arise, and say how thou earnest here. 

Mira, O! wonder! 

How many goo<lly creatures are there here ! 
How beauteous mankind is ! O brave new world, 
That has such people in 't ! 

Tro. 'T is new to thee. 

Alon. What is this maid, with whom thou wast at 
play? 
Your eldest acquaintance cannot be three hours : 
Is she the goddess that hath sever'd us, 
And brought us thus together ¥ 

Fer. Sir, she is mortal % 

But, by immortal providence, she 's mine ; 
I chose her, when I could not ask my father 
For his advice ; nor thought I had one : she 
Is daughter to this famous duke of Milan, 
Of whom so often I have heard renown. 
But never saw before ; of whom I have 
Received a second life, and second father 
This lady makes him to me. 

Alon. I am hers : 

But O, liow oddly will it sound that I 
Must ask my child forgiveness ! 

Pro, There, sir, stop ; 

Let us not burthen our remembrances with 
A heaviness that ^s gone. 

Gen, I have inly wept. 

Or should have spoke ere this. Look down, you gods, 
And on this couple drop a blessed ci-own ; 
For it is you that have chalk 'd forth the way 
Which brought us hither! 

AUnu I say, amen, Gonzalo ! 

Gen. Was Milan thrust from Milan, that his issue 
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Should become kings of Naples ? O, rejoice 
Beyond a common joy ; and set it down 
With gold on lasting pillais : In one voyage 
Did Glaribel her husband find at Tunis ; 
And Ferdinand, her brother, found a wife 
Where he himself was lost ; Prospero, his dukedom. 
In a poor isle $ and all of us, ourselves^ 
When no man was his ovm. 

Alon. Give me your hands : 

[To Fer. and Mib. 
Let grief and sorrow still embrace his heart 
That doth not wish you joy ! 

Gon. Be 't so ! Amen ! 

Be-enter Ariel, with the Master and Boatswain 



look, sir, look, sir ; here are more of us ! 

1 prophesied if a gallows were on land, 

This fellow could not drown : now, blasphemy, 
That swear'st grace overboard, not an oath on shore? 
Hast thou no mouth by land ? What is the news ? 

Boats. The best news is that we have safely found 
Our king, and company : the next our ship^ — 
Which, but three glasses since, we gave Out split, — 
Is tight, and yare, and bravely rigg'd, as when 
We first put out to sea. 

Art, Sir, all this service 1 

Have I done since I went. \ Aside, 

Pro. My tricksy spirit ! j 

Alon. These are not natural events ; they strengthen. 
From strange to stranger : — Say, how came you hither f 

Boa^. If I did think, sir, I were well awake, 
I *d strive to tell you. We were dead of sleep, 
And (how, we know not) all clapp'd under hatches 
Where, but even now, with strange and several noises 
Of roaring, shrieking, howling, gingling chains, 
And more diversity of sounds, idl horrible, 
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We were awak'd ; straightway, at liberty ! 
Where we, in all our trim, freshly beheld 
Our royal, good, and gallant ship ; our master 
Capering to eye her : on a trice, so please you, 
Even in a dream, were we divided nom theQi, 
And were brought moping hither. 

AH. Was *t well done? ] 

Pro. Bravely, my diligence. Thou shalt > Aside* 
be free. j 

Alon* This is as strange a maze as e'er men trod : 
And there is in this business more than nature 
Was ever conduct of: some oracle 
Must rectify our knowledge. 

Pro. ^ Sir, my liege, - 

Do not infest your mind with beating on 
The strangeness of this business : at pick'd leisure. 
Which shall be shortly, single I '11 resolve you 
(Which to you shall seem probable) of every 
These happened accidents : till when, be cheerful, 
And think of each thing well. — Gome hither, spirit ; 

lAatdci 
Set Caliban and his companions free : 
Untie the spell. [Exit Ariel.] How fares my gracious 

sir*? 
There are yet missing of your company 
Some few odd lads that you remember not. 

Re-enter Ariel, driving in Caliban, Stephano, 
and Trinculo, in their stolen Apparel. 

Ste. Every man shift for all the rest, and let no man 
take cariB for himself; for all is but fortune :~^Coragio, . 
bully-monster, Coragio ! 

Trin. If these be true spies which I wear in my 
head, here 's a goodly sight. 

Cal. O Setebos, these be brave spirits, indeed ! 
How fine my master is ! I am afraid 
He will chastise me. 

Seb. Ha, ha! 
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What things are these, my lord Antonio V 
Will money buy them f 

Ant, Very like ; one of them 

Is a plain fish, and, no doubt, marketable. 

Pro. Mark but the badges of these men, my lords, 
Then say if they be true : this mis-shapen knave, — 
His mother was a witch, and one so strong 
That could control the moon, make flows and ebbs, 
And deal in her command, without her power : 
These three have robb'd me : and this demi-devil 
(For he 's a bastard one) had plotted with them 
To take my life : two of these fellows you 
Must know, and own ; this thing of darkness I 
Acknowledge mine. 

Col, I shall be pinch' d to death. 

Alon. Is not this Stephano, my drunken butler ? 

Seb, He is drunk now : where had he wine f 

Alon. And Trinculo is reeling ripe : Where should 
they 
Find this grand liquor that hath gilded them ?— • 
How cam*st thou in this pickle? 

Trin. I have been in such a pickle, since I saw yon 
last^ that, I fear me, will never out of my bones : 1 
shall not fear fly-blowing. 

Seb. Why, how now, Stephano ? 

Ste. O, touch me not; I am not Stephsino, but a 
cramp. 

Pro. You *d be king o* the isle, sirrah ? 

Ste. I should have been a sore one then. 

Alon. This is as strange thing as e'er I look'd on. 

[Pointing to Cai- 

Pro. He is as disproportion'd in his manners 
As in his shape : — Go, sirrah, to my cell ; 
Take with you your companions ; as you look 
To have my pardon, trim it handsomely. 

Cal. Ay, that I will ; and I '11 be wise hereafter. 
And seek for grace : W^hat a thrice-double ass 
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Was I, to take this drunkard for a god, 
And worship tliis dull fool ! 

Pro. Go to ; away ! 

AUm. Hence, and bestow your luggage where you 
found it. 

Seb, Or stole it, rajher. 

[Exeunt Cal., Stb., and Trim. 

Pro. Sir, I invite your highness, and your train, 
To my poor cell : where you shall take your rest 
For this one night j which (part of it) 1 11 waste 
With such discourse, as, I not doubt, shall make it 
Go quick away : the story of my life, 
And the particular accidoits gone by, 
Since I came to this isle : And in the mom 
I '11 bring you to your ship, and so to Naples, 
Where I have hope to see me nuptial 
Of these our dear-belov'd solemnized ; 
And thence retire me to my Milan, where 
Every third thought shall be my grave. 

Alon. I long 

To hear tlie story of your life, which must 
Take the ear strangely. 

Pro. I '11 deliver all ; 

And promise you calm seas, auspicious gales, 
And sail so expeditious, that shall catch 
Your royal fleet far off. — My Ariel ; — chick, — 
That is thy charge ; then to the elements . 
Be free, and fiire thou well ! — [aside.'] Please you, draw 
near. [Exeunt, 
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EPILOGUE. 

Spoken hy Pbospero. 



Now my charms are all o'ei*thro\vn, 
And what strength I have 's mine own ; 
Which is most feint : now 't is true, 
I must be here confined by you, 
Or sent to Naples : Let me not. 
Since I have my dukedom got, 
And pardon'd the deceiver, dwell 
In this bare island, by your spell ; 
But release me from my bands, ' 
With the help of your good hands. 
Gentle breath of yours my sails 
Must fill, or else my project fails. 
Which was to please : Now I want 
Spirits to enforce, art to enchant ; 
Ajid my ending is despair, 
Unless I be relieved by prayer ; 
Which pierces so, that it assaults 
Mercy itself, and frees all faults. 
As you from crimes would pardoned be, 
Let your indulgence set me free. ' 



Enti of 
Ei^e Cempesjt. 
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The * King Jolin * of Shakspere was first printed in the 
folio collection of his plays, in 1623. We have followed 
the text of this edition almost literally. ' King John ' 
is one of the plays of Shakspere enumerated by Francis 
Meres, in 1598. 

Dr. Johnson, in his preface to Shakspere, speaking of 
the division, by the players, of our author^s works into 
comedies, histories, and tragedies, thus defines what, he 
says, was the notion of a dramatic history in those times : 
" History was a series of actions, with no other than 
chronological succession, independent on each other, 
aiid without any tendency to introduce and regulate the 
conclusion." Again, speaking of the unities of the cri- 
tics, he says of Shakspere — " His histories, being neither 
tragedies nor comedies, are not subject to any of their 
laws ; nothing more is necessary to all the praise which 
they expect, than that the changes of action be so pre- 
pared as to be understood, that the incidents be various 
and affecting, and the characters consistent, natural, 
and distinct. No other imity is intended, and, there- 
fore, none is to be sought. In his other works he has 
well enough preserved the unity of action." Taking 
these observations together, as a general definition of the 
character of Shakspere's histories, we are constrained to 
say that no opinion can be farther removed from the truth. 
So far from the " unity of action " not being regarded in 
Shakspere's histories, and being subservient to the "chro- 
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nological succession," it rides over that saccession when* 
ever the demands of the scene require ^ a unity of a 
higher order, which connects the events by reference to 
the workers, gives a reason for them in the motives, and 
presents men in their causative character." * 

The great connecting link that binds together all the 
series of actions in the ' I^ing John ' of Shakspere, — 
which does not hold any actions, or series of actions, 
which arise out of other causes, — is the fate of Arthur. 
From the first to the last scene, the hard struggles and 
the cruel end of the young Duke of Brittany either lead 
to the action, or form a portion of it, or are the direct 
causes of an ulterior consequence. 

As an historical picture, the * King John ' is wonder- 
fully true. What a Grothic grandeur runs through the 
whole of these scenes ! We see the men of six centuries 
ago, as they played the game of their personal ambition 
— ^now swearing hollow friendships, now breathing stem 
denunciations ; — ^now affecting compassion for the weak 
and the suffering, now breaking faith with the orphan 
and the mother ; — now 

" Gone to be xnarriedt gone to swear a peace ;* 
now keeping the feast '^ witih slaughtered men f*-— now 
trembling at, and now braving, the denunciations of 
spiritual power ; — and agreeing in nothing but to bend 
" their sharpest deeds of malice " on unoffending and 
peaceful citiiens, unless the citizens have some ^ com* 
modity " to offer which shall draw them 

" To a most base and vile-concluded peace." 

With what skill has Shakspere, whilst he thus painted 

* Coleridge's Literary Remains. 
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the ipirit of the chivakoiu times, — lofty in words, but 
sordid in acts, — given lu a running commentary which 
interprets the whole in the sarcasms of the Bastard! 
^t amidst all the clatter of ccmventional dignity which 
we find in the speeches of John, and Philip, and Lewis, 
and Austria, the real dignity of strong natural affections 
rises over the pomp and circumstance of regal ambition 
with a force of contrast which is little less than sublime. 
The maternal terror and anguish of Constance soon be- 
come the prominent objects ; and the rival kings, the 
haughty prelate, the fierce knights, tlie yielding citizens, 
appear but a» puppets moved by destiny to force on the 
most bitter sorrows of that broken-hearted mother. 
Matchless as is the art of the poet in these scenes ;— 
matchless a» an exhibition of maternal sorrow only, 
apart from the whirlwind of conflicting passions that 
are mixed up with that sorrow j — are we to believe that 
Sbakspere intended that our hearts should sustain this 
laceration, and that ,the efl*ects should pass away when 
Constance quits the stage? Are we to believe that he 
was satisfied that his '* incidents should be various and 
affecting," but " independent on each other, and without 
any tendency to produce and regulate the conclusion V^ 
Was there to be no " unity of feeling " to sustain and 
elevate the action to the end ¥ Was his tragedy to be 
a mere dance of Fantoccini ? No, no. The remem- 
brance of Constance can never be separated firom the 
after-scenes in which Arthur appears ; and at the very 
last, when the poison has done its work upon the guilty 
king, we ^an scarcely help believing that the spirit of 
Constance hovers over him, and that the eclio of the 
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mother's cries is even more insupportable than the 
" bum*d bosom " and the " parched lips," which neither 
his ** kingdom^s rivers " nor the " bleak winds " of the 
north can *' comfort with cold/* By the magic of the 
poet, the interval of fourteen years between the death of 
Arthur and the death of John is annihilated. Causes 
and consequences, separated in the proper history by long 
digressions and tedious episodes, are brought together. 
The attributed murder of Arthur lost John all the inhe- 
ritances of the house of Anjou, and allowed the house of 
Capet to tiiumpb in his overthrow. Out of this grew a 
larger ambition, and England was invaded. The death 
of Arthur and the events which marked the last days of 
John were separated in their cause and effect by time 
only, over which the poet leaps. It is said that a man who 
was on the point of drowning saw, in an instant, all the 
events of his life in connexion with his approaching end. 
So sees the poet. It is his to bring the beginnings and 
the ends of events into that real union and dependence 
which even the philosophical historian may overlook in 
tracing their course. It is the poet's office to preserve a 
unity of action ; it is the historian's to show a consistency 
of progress. In the chroniclers we have manifold changes 
of fortune in the life of John, after Arthur of Brittuiy 
has fallen. In Shaksiiere^ Arthur of Brittany is at once 
revenged. 
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King John. 



Appears^ Act I. sc. 1. Act II. sc. 1 ; bc. 2. Aot III. m. 1 : ac. 2 : 

ac.S. Act IV. sc. 2. Act V. sc. 1 ; «. 3; gc. 7. 

Pbikce Hbnrt, son to Kiijg John ; afteitcards 

King Henry III. 

Appears, Act V. m. 7. 

Arthur, Duke of Bretaffne, son o/ Geffrey, late Duke 

of Bretagne, the elder brother of King John. 

Appears, Act U. ac. 1. Act HI. sc. 1 ; sc. 2 ).8c. 3. Act IV. 

sc. 1 ; sc. 3. 

William Maresh all, £arZ o/ PemiroA^. 

Appears, Act I. sc. 1. Act II. sc. 1. Act IV. sc 2 ; sc. 8. 

Act V. sc. 2 ; sc. 4. 

Geffrey Fitz-Peter, JSaW of Essex, chief Justiciarp 

of England. 

Appears, Act I. sc. 1. 

William Longsword, Earl of Salisbury. 

Appears, Act I. sc. 1. Act III. sc. 1. Act IV. sc. 2 ; sc. 8. 

Act V. sc. 2 ; sc 4 ; sc. 7. 

Robert Bigot, Earl of Norfolk. 

Appears, Act IV. sc. 3. Act V. sc. 2 ; sc. 4 ; sc. 7. 

Hubert db Burgh, chamberlain to the King. 

Appears, Act II. sc. 2. Act III. sc. 2 ; sc. 3. Act IV. sc. 1 ; 

sc. 2; sc. 3. Act V. sc. 8; sc. 6. 

Robert Faulconbridoe, son of Sir Robert 

Faulconbridge. 

Appears, Act I. sc. 1. 

Philip Faulconbridge, Jialf-brotJier to Robert 

Fanlconbridge, bastard son to King Richard I. 

Appears, Act I. sc. 1. Act II. sc. 1 ; sc. 2. Act III. sc. 1 ; sc. 2 ; 

■c. 3. Act IV. ac. 2 ; sc. 3. Act V. sc. 1 ; sc. 2 ; sc. 6 ; sc. 7. 
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Jambs Gurnby, servant to Lady Faulconbridge. 

Appeartt Act I. ac. 1. 

Pbtbr of Poxf&bt, a prophet. 

Appears^ Act IV. ac. 2. 

Philip, King of France, 

Afpfon, Act II. Bc. 1 ; ac. 2. Act III. ac. 1 } sc. 4. 

Lbwis, the Davphin* 

Appears, Act II. ac. 1 ; ac. 2. Act III. ac. 1 ; sc. 4. 

Act V. ac. 8 ; BC. 5. 

Arghdukb of Austria. 

Appean, Act II. ac. 1 ; ac. 2. Act III. ac. 1. 

Cardinal Pandulph^ the Pope's legate. 

Appears, Act III. ac 1 ; ac. 4. Act V. ac. 1 ; ac. 2. 

Mblun, a French lord. 

Appears, Act V. ac. 2 ; ae. 4. 

Chatillon, ambassador from France to King John. 

Appears, Act I. ac. 1. Act II. ae. 1. 
Elinor^ ths widow of King Henry II., and fnother of 

King John. 

Appears, Act I. ae. 1. Act II. ae. 1 ; ac. 2. Act III. ac. I ; se. 3. . 

Constance, mother to Arthur. 

Appears, Act II. ac. 1. Act III. ac. 1 ; ao. 4. 

Blanch, daughter to Alphonso, King of Castile, and 

niece to King John. 

Appears, Act II. sc. 1 ; sc. 2. Act III. ac. 1. 

Lady Faulconbribob, mother to the Bastard and I 

Robert Faulconbridge. | 

Appears, Act I. ao. 1. 

Lords, Ladies, Citizens of Angiers, Sheriff, HeraldSf 
OJicerSf Soldiers, Messengers, and other (Attendants. | 

SCENE,— SoMBTiMEs in England ; sombtimbs im | 
Francb. I 
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ACT I. 

SCELNE I.— Northampton. A Room of State in the 
Palace. 

Enter Kino John, Queen Elinor, Pembroke, Essex, 
Salisbury, and others, with Ghatillon. 

JSmff John. Now say, Chatillon, what would France 
with us f 

Chat, Thus, after greetin^i^, speaks the king of France^ 
In my behaviour,* to the majesty. 
The borrowed majesty of England here. 

EH. A strange beginning ; — borrowed majesty ! 

K. John. Silence, good mother ; hear the embassy. 

CTiat. Philip of France, in right and true behalf 
Of thy deceased brother Geffrey's son, 
Arthur Plantagenet, lays most lawful claim 
To this fair island, and the territories ; 
To Ireland, Poictiers, Anjou, Touraine, Maine : 
Desiring thee to lay aside the sword, 
Which sways usurpingly these several titles ; 
And put the same into young Arthur's hand, 
Thy nephew and right royal sovereign. 

K. John. What follows if we disallow of thisf 

Chat. The proud control of fierce and bloody war, 
To enforce these rights so forcibly withheld. 

A Sehatfkntr. Haviour, behaTionr, is the manner of haomg, 
the condnot. 
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K, John, Here have we war for war, and blood fi» 
blood, 
Controlment for contralment : so answer France. 

Chat Then take my king's defiance from my mouth, 
Tbe farthest limit of my embassy. 

K. John. Bear mine to him, and so depart in peace : 
Be thou as lightning in the eyes of France ; 
For ere thou canst report I will be there, 
The thunder of my cannon shall be heard : 
So, hence ! Be thou the trumpet of our wrath, 
And sullen presage of your own decay. 
An honourable conduct let him have : — 
Pembroke, look to 't : Farewell, Chatillon. 

[Exeunt Ghat, atid Pkm. 

EIL What now, my son? have I not ever said, 
How that ambitious Constance would not cease, 
Till she had kindled France, and all the world, 
Upon the right and party of her son f 
This might have been pifevented, and made whole, 
With very easy arguments of love ; 
Which now the manage* of two kingdoms must 
With fearful bloody issue arbitrate. 

K. John. Our strong possession, and our righJ, for m. 

Eli. Your strong possession much more than pur 
right; 
Or else it must go wrong with you and me : 
So much my conscience whispers in your ear ; 
Which ncme but Heaven, and you, and I, shall hear. 

Enter the Sheriff q/* Northamptonshire, tpho tohispm 
Essex. 

Essex. My liege, here is the strangest controversy, 
Come from the coimtry to be judg'd by you, 
That e'er I heard : Shall I produce the men 1 

" manage has, in Shakspere, the same meauinx a» auuiag«' 
ipent and managery,— which, applied to a stateTu equivtleBt 
lo government. * 
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K. John, Let them approach. lExit Sheriff. 

Our abbeys, and our priories, shall pay. 

Re-enter Sheriff, ioith Robert Faulconbridqu, and 
Philip, his bastard Brother. 

This expedition's charge. — ^What men are you? 

Bast. Your faithful subject I, a gentleman, 
Bom in Northamptonshire ; and eldest son, 
As I suppose, to Robert Faulconbridge ; 
A soldier, by the honour-giving hand 
Of CJoeur-de-lion knighted in the field. 

K. John. What art thou? 

Bob. The son and heir to that same Faulconbridge. 

K. John, Is that the elder, and art thou the heir ? 
You came not of one mother then, it seems. 

Bast. Most certain of one mother, mighty king. 
That is well known : and, as I think, one father : 
But, for the certain knowledge of that truth, 
I put you o'er to Heaven, and to my mother, 
Of Ihat I doubt, as all men's children may. 

Eli. Out on thee, rude man ! thou dost shame thy 
mother. 
And wound her honour, with this difiideuce. 

Bast. I, madam ? no, I have no reason for it ; 
That is my brother's plea, and none of mine ; 
The which if he can prove, 'a pops me out 
At least from fair five hundred pound aryear : 
Heaven guard my mother's honour, and my land ! 

K. John. A good blunt fellow : — Why, being younger 
bom. 
Doth he lay claim to thine inheritance ? . 

Bast I know not why, except to get the land. 
But once he slander'd me with bastardy : 
But wher * I be as tme begot, or no, 

* JFher has the meaning of whether, but does not appear to 
have been written as a contraction either by Shakspere or his 
rontemporaries. 
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That still I lay upon my mother^s head ; 

But, that I am as well begot, my liege, 

(Fair fall i^e bones that took the pains for me !) 

Compare our faces, and be judge yourself. 

If old sir Robert did beget us both, 

And were our father, and this son, like him ; — 

old sir Robert, father, on my knee^ 

1 give Heaven thanks I was notjike to thee. 

K. John. Why, what a madcap hath Heaven lent us 
here! 

Eli. He hath a trick * of Cksur-de-lion's ikce ; 
The accent of his tongue affecteth him : 
Do you not read some tokens of my son 
In the large composition of this man ? 

K. John. Mine eye hath well examined his parts, 
And finds them perfect Richard. Sirrah, speak, 
What doth move you to claim your brother s land ? 

Bast. Because he hath a half^ace, like my father ; 
With that half-face would he have all my land : 
A half-fac'd groat five hundred pound a-year I 

Bob. My gracious liege, when that my father liv'd. 
Your brother did employ my father much s— 

Bast. Well, sir, by this you caimot get my land : 
Your tale must be how he employ'd my mother. 

Rob. And once despatched him in an embassy 
To Grermany, there, with the emperor, 
To treat of high afiairs touching that time : 
Th' advantage of his absence took the king. 
And in the mean time sojoum'd at my father's ; 
Where how he did prevail, I shame to speak t 
But truth is truth ; large lengths of seas and shores 
Between my father and my mother lay, — 
As I have heard my father speak himself, — 
When this same lusty gentleman was got. 
U^n his death-bed he by will bequeal^*d 
His lands to me ; and took it, on his deatli, 
* Trick, here and elsewhere iu Shakspere, means peculiarity. 
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That this, my moiher^s son, was none of hit ; 
And, if he were, he came into the world 
Full fourteen weeks before the course of time. 
Then, good my liege, let me have what is mine^ 
My father's land, as was my father's will. 

K. John. Sirrah, your brother is legitimate ; 
Your father's wife did after wedlock bear him : 
And, if she did play false, the fault was hen ; 
Which fault lies on the hazards of all husbands 
That marry wives. Tell me, how if my brother, 
Who, as you say, took pains to get this son. 
Had of your father claimed this son for his ? 
In sooth, good friend, your father might have kept 
This calf, bred from his cow, fiom all the world ; 
In sooth, he might : then, if he were my brother's. 
My brother might not claim him ; nor your father, 
Being none of his, refiise him : This concludes ; 
My mother's son did get your lather's heir ; 
Your fatiier's heir must have your father's land. 

Rob. Shall then my lather's Mrill be of no Ibrcfl^ 
To dispossess that child which is not his f 

Bast. Of no more force to dispossess me^ sir. 
Than was his will to get me, as I think. 

Eli. Whether hadst thou rather be a Faulconbridgo^ 
And like thy brother, to enjoy thy land ; 
Or the reputed son of Coeur-de-lion, 
Lord of thy presence," and no land beside? 

Bast. Madam, an if my brother had my shape^ 
And I had his, sir Robert his,^ like him ; 
And if my legs were two such riding-rods ; 
My arms such eel-skins stnff'd ; my face so thin, 

* Presence may here mean '* priority of place," prManee. 
Wo are inclined to receive it in the sense of the man's whole 
carriage and appearance — " a goodly presence." 

b Sir Robert his. This is the old form of the genitive. Faul< 
conbridge says, '* If I had his shape— sbr Robert's shape-— as he 
has." 
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That in mine ear I durst not stick a rose. 

Lest men should say, Look, where three-farthings 

goes; 
And, to his shape,^ were heir to all this land, 
'Would I might never stir from off this place, 
J, would give it every foot to have this face ; 
I would not be sir Nob^ in any case. 

Eli. I like thee well : Wilt thou forsake thy fortune, 
Bequeath thy land to him, and follow me ? 
I am a soldier, and now boimd to France. 

Bast. Brother, take you my land, I 11 take my 
chance : 
Youi face hath got five hundred pound a-year ; 
Yet sell your face for five pence, and 't is dear. 
Madam, I '11 follow you unto the death. 

Eli. Nay, I would have you go before me thither. 

Bast. Our cdlmtry manners give our betters way. 

IC John. What is thy name ? 

Bast, Philip, my liege ; so is my name begiu) ; 
Philip, good old sir Robert's wife's eldest son. 

K, John, From henceforth bear his name whose form 
thou bearest : 
Kneel thou down Philip, but arise more great j 
Arise sir Richard, and Plantagenet. 

Bast. Brother, by the mother's side, give me your 
hand; 
My father gave me honour, yours gave land : 
Now blessed be the hour, by night or day, ' 
When I was got, sir Robert was away. 

Eli. The very spirit of Plantagenet ! 
I am thy grandame, Richard ; call me so. 

Bast. Madam, by chance, but not by truth : What 
though? 



• 2b Aw shape— 4n addition to his shape. 

* iVo6 is now, and was In Shakspere's time, i 

'Via VtAA^ ' 



-- "f — >. ""« **. wu«.ao^vic o »iiuC| a cant word for 

the head. 
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Something about, a little from the right, 

In at the window,* or else o'er the hatch ; 
Who dares not stir by day must walk by night ; 

And have is have, however men do catch : 
Near or far off, well won is still well shot ; 
And I am I, howe'er I was begot. 

K. John. Go, Faulconbridge ; now hast thou thy 
desire, 
A landless knight makes thee a landed squire. — 
Come, madam, and come, Richard ; we must speed 
For France, for France ; for it is more than fteed. 

Bast. Brother, adieu ; Good fortune come to tliee I 
For thou wast got i' the way of honesty. , 

[Exewit all but the Bastard. 
A foot of honour better than I was ; 
But many a many foot of land the worse. 
Well, now can I make any Joan a lady. 
Good den,* sir Richard, — God-a-mercy, fellow ; 
And if his name be George, I '11 call him Peter : 
For new-made honour doSi forget men's names ; 
*T is too respective, and too sociable, 
For your conversion." Now your traveller, 
He and his toothpick at my worship's mess, 
And when my knightly stomach is suffic'd, 
Why then I suck my teeth, and catechise 

My picked man of countries :^ My dear sir, 

(Thus, leaning on my elbow, I begin,) 

I shall beseech you — ^That is question now ; 

'*^ In at the window, &c. These were proverbial exprenions, 
which, by analogy with irregular modes of entering a hoiue, 
had reference to ctiscs such as thaC of Faulconbridge •• 

*» Good den — ^good evening, good e'en, 

* Conversion. The Bastard, whose ** new-made honour " is a 
conT^ersion, — ^a change of condition, — would say that to remem' 
her men's names (^opposed, ])y implication, to fwrgef) is too 
respective (punctilious, discriminating; and too sociable for one 
of his newly attained rank. 

* Picked man of countries. *'To pick" is tho same as "to 
trim." 

TOL. IV. ^ N 
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And fhen comes answer like an Absey* book : 

O, sir, says answer, at your best command ; 

At your employment ; at yoiu" service sir : 

No, sir, says question, I, sweet sir, at yours : 

And 80, ere answer knows what question wotdd. 

Saving in dialogue of compliment ; 

And talking of the Alps and Apennines, 

The Pyrenean, and the river Po, 

It draws toward supper in conclusion sa 

But this is worshipful society. 

And fits the mounting spirit like myself: 

For he is but a bastard to the time, 

That doth not smack of observation ; 

(And so am I, whether I smack, or no;) 

And not alone in habit and device. 

Exterior form, outward accoutrement ; 

But from the inward motion to deliver 

Sweet, sweet, sweet poison for the age's tooth : 

Which, though I will not practise to deceive^ 

Yet to avoid deceit I mean to learn ; 

For it shall strew the footsteps of my rising.— 

But who comes in such haste, in riding robes ? 

What woman-post is this ? hath she no husband, 

That will take pains to blow a horn before herf 

Enter Lady Faulconbridge and Jambs Gobjwt. 

O me! it is my mother: — How now, good lady? 
What .brings you here to court so hastily? 

Xarfy F, Where is that slave, thy brother! where is 
he? 
That holds in chase mine honour up and down? 

Bast. My brother Robeit? old sir Roberts son? 
Colbrand the giant, that same mighty man? 
Is it sir Rol)ert s son that you seek so ? 

Lady F, Sir Robert s son ! Ay, thou unreverend boy, 

•* Abseybmtk. the common name for the first, or A, B, C, booki 
which intrluded the Catechism. 
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Sir Robert's son : Why scom'st thou at sir Robert ? 
He is sir Robert's son ; and so art thou. 

Bast James Gumey, wilt thou give us leave a 
while ? 

Gur. Good leave, good Philip. 

Bast. Philip 1 — sparrow ! ■ — James, 

There *s toys abroad ; anon I ^ tell thee more. 

[ExU GURNST. 

Madam, I was not old sir Robert's son ; 
Sir Robert might haVe eat his part in me 
Upon Ghx)d-Friday, and ne'er broke his fast : 
Sir Robert could do well ; Marry — to confess — 
Could he get me ? Sir Robert could not do it ; 
We know his handiwork : — Therefore, good mother. 
To whom am I beholden for these limbs f 
Sir Robert never holp to make this leg. 

Ladi/ F. Hast thou conspired with thy brother too, 
That for thine own gain shouldst defend mine honoti/ ? 
What means this scorn, thou most untoward knave? 

Bast Knight, knight, good mother, — Basil isco-1 ike : ^ 
What ! I am dub'b'd ; I have it on my shoulder. 
But, mother, I am not sir Robert's son ; 
I have disclaim'd sir Robert, and my land ; 
Legitimation, name, and all is gone : 
Then, good my mother, let me know my father ; 
Some proper man, I hope ; Who was it, mother f 

Ijody F, Hast thou denied thyself a Faulconbridge ? 

Bast As faithfully as I deny the devil. 

Lady F. King Richard Cocur-de-lion was thy father : 
By long and vehement suit I was seduc'd 
To make room for him in my husband's bed. 
Heaven ! lay not my transgression to my charge, 

* Philip t— sparrow 1 The sparrow was called Philip, — per- 
haps from his note, out of which Catullus, in his elegy on 
Leshia's sparrow, formed a verb, pipilnhat. 

b BasiliscH-like. Basilisco is a character in a play of Shak- 
spere's time, * Soliman and Perseda.' 
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That ait the issue of my dear offence, 

Which was so strongly urg'd, past my defence. 

Bast. Now, by this light, were I to get again, 
Madam, I would not wish a better father. 
Some sins do bear their privilege on earth, 
And so doth yours : your feult was not your folly : 
Needs must you lay your heart at his dispose, — 
Subjected tribute to commanding love, — 
Against whose fury and unmatched force 
The awless* lion could not wage the fights 
Nor keep his princely heart from Richard's hand. 
He that perforce robs lions of their hearts. 
May easily win a woman's. Ay, my mother. 
With all my heart I thank thee for my father ! 
Who lives and dares but say, thou didst not well 
When I was got, I '11 send his soul to hell. 
Come, lady, I will show thee to my kin; 

And they shall say, when Richard me begot, 
If thou hadst said him nay, it had been sin : 

Who says it was, he lies ; I say, 't was not. [Ex^trit 
» yltt'ZtfM— the opposite of awful j not inppirlng awe. 
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ACT 11. 

SCENE I.— France. Before the Walla o/ Anglers. 

Enter on one side, the Archduke of Austtria, and 
Forces ; on the other, Philip, KtJiff q/ France, and 
Forces; Lewis, Constance, Arthur, and At- 
tendants. 

Lew, Before Anglers well met, brave Austiia. 
Arthur, that great fore-nmner of thy blood, 
Richard, that robb'd the lion of his heart. 
And fought the holy wars in Palestine, 
By this brave duke came early to his grave : 
And, for amends to his posterity. 
At our importance ** hither is he come, 
To spread his colours, boy, in thy behalf; 
And to rebuke the usurpation 
Of thy unnatural uncle, English John ; 
Embrace him, love him, give him welcomo hither. 

Arth, God shall forgive you Cceur-de-lion^s death, 
The rather, tliat you give his offspring life, 
Shadowing their right luider your wings of war : 
I give you welcome with a jwwerless hand, 
But with a heart full of unstained love : 
Welcome before the gates of Angiers, duke. 

Lew. A noble boy ! Who would not do thee right f 

Aust. Upon thy cheek lay I this zealous kiss, 
As seal to ttiis indenture of my love ; 
That to my home I wiU no more return, 
Till Angiers, and the right thou hast in France, 
Together with that pale, that white-fitc'd shore, 
Whose foot spurns back the ocean's roaring tide% 
And coops from other lands her islanders, 
* /m^portanctf^— importunity. 
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Even till that England, hedg'd in with the main, 
That waler-walled bulwark, still secure 
And confident from foreign purposes, 
Even till that utmost comer of the west 
Salute thee for her king : till then, fair boy, 
Will I not tliink of home, but follow arms. 

ComU O, take his mother's thanks, a widow's thanks, 
Till your strong hand shall help to give him strength, 
To make a more requital to your love. ^ 

Auat. The peace of heaven is theirs that lift their 
swords 
In such a just and charitable war. 

K. Phi. Well then, to work ; our cannon shall be beat 
Against the brows of tliis resisting town. 
Call for our chiefest men of discipline, 
To cull the plots of best advantages : 
We 11 lay before this town our royal bones, 
Wade to the market-place in Frenchmen's blood, 
But we will mak« it subject to this boy. 

Const. Stay for an answer to your embassy, 
Lest unadvis'd you stain your swords with blood : 
My lord Chatillon may from England bring 
That right in peace, which here we urge in iror; 
And then we shall repent each drop of blood 
That hot ra^ haste so indirectly shed. 

Enter Chatillon. 

K. Phi. A wonder, lady l—loj, upon thy wish, 
Our messenger Chatillon is arriv'd.— 
What England says, say briefly, gentle lord, 
We coldly pause for thee ; Cliatillon, s^jeak. 

Chat. Then turn your forces from this paltry Begs, 
And stir them up against a mightier task. 
England, impatient of your just demands, 
Hath put himself in arms ; the adverse winds. 
Whose leisure I have stay'd, have given him time 
To land his legions all as soon as I : 
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His marches are ei^pdient » to tliis town, 

His forces strong, >us soldiers confident 

With him along is come the mother-queen. 

An At6, stirrinjf him to blood and strife ; 

With her her niece, the lady Blanch of Spain ; 

With them a bastard of the king's deceased : 

And all the unsettled humours of the land,-^ 

Rash, inconsiderate, fiery voluntaries, 

With ladies' faces, and fierce dragons' spleens,-^ 

Have sold their fortunes at their native homes, 

Bearing tlieir birthriglits proudly on their backs, 

To make a hazard of new fortunes here. 

In brief, a braver ciioice of dauntless spirits. 

Than now the English bottoms have waft o'er, 

Pid never Hoat u{)on the swelling tide, 

To do ofi'ence and scath in Gliristendom. 

The interruption of their churlish drums [DruiM beat. 

Cuts off more circumstance : tliey are at hand. 

To parley, or to figlit ; tlierefore, prepare. 

K. Phi. How much unlookM-for is this expedition! 

Auat By how much unexfiecled, by so much 
We must awake endeavour tbr defence ; ' 

For courage mounteth with occasion : 
Ij€t them be welcome then, we are prepared. 

Enter Kino John, Ei.inok, Blanch, the Bastard, 
Pembroke, a7id Forces. 

K. John. Peace be to France ; if France in peace 
permit 
Our just and lineal entrance to our own ! 
If not, bleed France, and neace ascend to heaven ! 
Whiles we, God's wrathful agent, do correct 
Their proud contempt tliat beat iiis peace to heaven. 

K. Phi. Peace i)e to England j if that war return 

* Expedient, The word properly means, •• that disenita^es 
Itself trom ull entan^tlemeats." To set at liberty the/«t whioh 
was held fa&t'is evpefHre, 
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From France to England, there to live in peace! 

England we love ; and, for that England's sake, 

With burthen of our armour here we sweat : 

Tliis toil of ours should be a work of thine ; 

But thou from loving England art so far^ 

That thou hast under-wrought his lawful king, 

Cut off the sequence of posterity, 

Outfaced infant state, and done a rape 

Upon the maiden virtue of the crown. 

Look here upon thy brother Greffrey's face ; — 

These eyes, these brows, were moulded out of his : 

This little abstract doth contain that larg^ I 

Which died in Grefifrey ; and the hand of time i 

Shall draw this brief into as huge a volume. 

Tliat Greffrey was thy elder brother bom, 

And this his son ; England was Geffrey's right. 

And this is Geflfrey's,* in the name of God. 

How comes it, then, that thou art call'd a king, | 

When living blood doth in these temples beat, 

AYhich owe the crown that thou o'ermasterest? | 

K. John. From whom hast thou this great coounissiou, ^ 
France, 
To draw my answer from thy articles ? * i 

K. Phi, From that supernal judge that stirs gwxi 
thoughts 
In any breast of strong authority. 
To look into the blots and stains of right. 
That judge hath made me guardian to this boy : 
Under whose warrant, I impeach thy wrong ; i 

And, by whose help, I mean to chastise it. 

K. John, Alack, thou dost usivp authority. 

K. Phu Excuse ; it is to beat usur]^>ing down. 

Eli, Who is it thou dost call usurper, France I 

* And this is Oeffrejfs, We have restored the punctuulioD of I 

the ori$;iQal. Kin;; Philip mtikes a solemn asscveratiou that this 1 

(Arthur) is Geffrey's soa and successor, in the name of God; I 

asserting the priuciple of legitimacy, by divine ordioanoe. 1 
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Const Let me make answer ; — thy usurping son. 

Eli. Oat, in^lent ! thy bastard shall be king ; 
That thou mayst be a qaeen, and check the world ! 

Const. My bed was ever to thy son as true, 
As thine was to thy husband : and this boy 
Liker in feature to his father Gefi&ey, 
Than thou aud John, in manners being as like 
As rain to water, or devil to his dam. 
My boy a bastard I By my soul, I think. 
His father never was so true begot ; 
It cannot be, an if thou wert his mother. 

Eli. There 's a good mother, boy, that blots thy father. 

Const. There ^s a good gi'andame, boy, that would 
blot thee. 

Aiist. Peace! 

Bast. Hear the crier. 

Atist. What the devil art thou ? 

Bast. One that will play the devil, sir, with you, 
An 'a may catch your hide and you alone. 
You are the hare of whom the proverb goes, 
Whose valour plucks dead lions by the beard. 
1 11 smoke yom- skin-coat, an I catch you right ; 
Sirrah, look to 't ; i' faith, I will, i' faith. 

Blanch. O, well did he become that lion's robe, 
That did disrobe the lion of that robe ! 

Bast. It lies as sightly on the back of him, 
As great Alcides' shoes upon an ass : — 
But, ass, I '11 take that burthen from your back ; 
Or lay on that shall make your shoulders crack. 

Aust. What cracker is this same, that deafs our eai-s 
With this abundance of superfluous breath f 
King, — Lewis, determine what we shall do straight. 

Lew. Women and fools, break off your conference. 
King Jolm, this is the very sum of all, — 
England and Ireland, Anjpu, Tuuraine, Maine, 
In right of Arthur do I claim of thee : 
Wilt thou resign them, and lay down thy anns ? 
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K. John, My life as soon : — I do defy thee, France. 
Arthur of Bretagne, yield thee to my lymd ; 
And, out of my dgar love, I *11 give thee more 
Than e*er the coward hand of France oan win : 
Submit thee, hoy. 

Bli. Come to thy grandame, ohlld. 

Consi, Do, child, go to it* grandame, child ; 
Give grandame kingdom, and it' grandame wUl 
Give it a plum, a cherry, and a fig : 
There 's a good grandame. 

Arth. Good my mother, peace I' 

I would that I were low laid in my grave ; 
I am not worth this coil that *& made for me. 

Eli. His mother shames him so, poor boy, he weeps. 

Const, Now shame upon you, wher she does, or no I 
His grandame's wrongs, and not his mother*s shames, 
Draw those heaven-moving pearls irom his poor eyes, 
Which Heaven shall take in nature of a fee ; 
Ay, with these crystal beads Heaven shall be brib*d 
To do him justice, and revenge on you, 

Eli. Thou monstrous slanderer of heaven and earth t 

Consl. Thou monstrous injurer of heaven and earth I 
CaU not me slanderer ; thou, and thiue, usurp 
The dominations, royalties, and rights 
Of this oppressed boy : This is thy eldest son's son, 
Infortunate in nothing but in thee ; 
Thy sins are visited in this poor child ; 
The canon of the law is laid on him. 
Being but the second generation 
Removed from thy sin-conceiving womb. 

K. John. Bedlam, have done. 

Const. I have but this to say,--* 

That he *s not only plagued for her sin. 
But God hath made her sin and her the plague 
On this removed issue, plagued for her. 
And with her plague, her sin ; his injury 
Her injury, — the beadle to her sin ; 
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All punish'd in the person of tbU child, 
And all for her ; A plague upon her I 

Eli. Thou unadvised scold, I can produce 
A will, that bars the title of thy son. 

Const. Ay, who doubts that ? a will ! a wicked will $ 
A woman's will } a canker'd grandame's will ! 

K, Phi. Peace, lady ; pause, or be more temperate : 
It ill beseems this presence, to cry aim 
To these ill-tuned repetitions. 
Some trumpet summon hither to the walls 
These men of Augiers j let us hear them speak, 
Whose title they admit, Arthur's or John's. 

Trumpet sounds. Enter Citizens upon the Walls. 

at. Who is it that hath wam'd us to the walls ? 

K. Phi. *T is France for England. 

K. John. England, for itself: 

You men of Angiers, and my loving subjects ! 

K. Phi. You loving men of Angiers, Arthur's subjects, 
Our trumpet call'd you to this gentle parle — 

K, John. For our advantage ; — Therefore, hear us first 
These flags of France, that are advanced here 
Before the eye and prospect of your town. 
Have hither march 'd to your endamagement : 
The cannons have their bowels full of wrath ; 
And ready-mounted are they, to spit forth 
Their iron indignation 'gainst your walls : 
All preparation for a bloody siege 
And merciless proceeding, by these French, 
Confronts your city's eyes, your winking gates ; 
And but for our approach, those sleeping stones, 
That as a waste do girdle you about. 
By the compulsion of their ordnance 
By this time from their fixed beds of lime , 
Had been dishabited, and wide havoc made 
For bloody power to rush upon your peace. 
But^ on the sight of us, your lawful king, 
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Who painfully, with much expedient march, 

Have brought a countercheck before ytniv gates, 

To gave unscratch'd your city's threatened cheeks, — • 

Behold, the French, amazM, vouchsafe a paiie : 

And now, instead of bullets wrapped in fire, 

To make a sliaking fever in your walls. 

They shoot but calm words, folded up in smoke. 

To make a faithless error in your ears : 

Which trust accordingly, kind citizens. 

And let us in. Your king,' whose laboured spirits 

Forwearied^ in this action of swift speed, 

Craves harbourage Mrithin your city walls. 

K. Phi. When I have said, make answer to us both. 
Lo, in this right hand, whose protection 
Is most divinely vow'd upon me right 
Of him it holds, stands young Plantagenet, 
Son to the elder brother of this man, 
And king o'er him, and all that he enjoys : 
For this down-trodden equity, we tread 
In wai'like march these greens before your town ; 
Being no further enemy to you, 
Than the constraint of hospitable zeal. 
In the relief of this oppressed child, 
Religiously provokes. Be pleased then 
To pay that duty which you truly owe. 
To him that owes" it, — namely, this young prince: 
And then our arms, like to a muzzled bear. 
Save in aspect, have all offence seal'd up ; 
Our cannons' malice vainly shall be spent 
Against th' invulnerable clouds of heaven ; 
And, with a blessed and unvex'd retire, 
With imhack'd swords, and helmets all unbruis'd, 

•* Your king, &c. Wo have bere restored the old readiug, in 
which *• your king " is the nominative to '* craves." 

*> It is to be observed that " forweary " and " uoary " ara the 
same; and that •' forwearied" may bo used, not as a participle 
requiring an auxiliary verb, but as a verb ueutcr. 

• Owes— owns. 
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We will bear home that lusty blood again, 
Which here we came to spout against your town, 
And leave your children, wives, and you, in peace. 
But if you fondly pass our proffered offer, 
'T is not the roimder of your old-fac'd walls 
Can hide you from our messengers of war, 
Though all these English, and their discipline, 
Were harbour'd in their rude circumference. 
Then, tell us, shall your city call us lord. 
In that behalf which we have challenged it? 
Or shall we give the signal to our rage, 
And stalk in blood to our possession? 

Cit. In brief, we are the king of England's subjects j 
For him, and in his right, we hold this town. 

K. John. Acknowledge then the king, and let me in. 

Cit. That can we not : but he thai: proves the king. 
To him will we prove loyal ; till that time. 
Have we ramm'd up our gates against the world. 

K. John. Doth not the crown of England prove the 
king? 
And if not that, I bring you witnesses. 
Twice fifteen thousand hearts of England's breed, — 

Bast. Bastards, and else. 

K. John. To verify our title with tlieir lives. 

K. Phi. As many, and as well-bom bloods as those,— 

Bast, Some bastards too. 

K. Phi. Stand in his face, to contradict his claim. 

Cit. Till you compound whose right is worthiest, 
We, for the wortlnest, hold the right from both. 

K. John. Tlien God forgive the sin of all those soul?, 
That to their everlasting residence. 
Before the dew of evening fall, shall fleet, 
In dreadful trial of our kingdom's king ! 

K. Phi. Amen, Amen ! — Mount, chevaliers ! to arms ! 

Bast. St. George, that sWindg'd the dragon, and e'er 
since 
Sits on his horseback at mine hostess' door. 
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Teach lu some fence ! — Sirrah, were I at home. 
At your den, sirrah, [to Austria] with your lionea^ 
I 'd set an ox-head to your lion's hide. 
And make a monster of you. 
Aust Peace ; no more. 

Bast. O, tremble ; for you hear the li<m loaJ. 
K. John. Up higher to the plain ; where we *11 set 
forth. 
In best appointment, all our regiments. 

Bast. Speed then, to take advantage of the field. 
K. Phi. It shall be so ; — [to Lewis] and at the other 
hill 
Command the rest to stand. — God, and our right ! 

lExetmt. 

SCENE II.— 'The same. 

Alarums and Excursions; theti a Retreat, Enter a 
French Herald, v>ith Trumpets, to the Gates, 

F, Her, You men of Angiers, open wide your gateg^ 
And let young Arthur, duke of Bretagne, in ; 
Who, by the hand of France, this day hath made * 
Much work for tears in many an English mother. 
Whose sons lie scattered on the bleeding ground } 
Many a widow's husband groveling lies, 
Coldly embracing the discoloured earth ; 
And victory, with little loss, dotli play 
Upon the dancing banners of the French ; 
Who are at hand, triumphantly displayed, 
To enter conquerors, and to proclaim 
Arthur of Bretagne, England's king, and yoius ! 

Enier^an English Herald, with Trumpets. 
B. Ser. Rejoice, you men of Angiers, ring your bells J 
Kmg John, yonr king and England's, doth approach, 
Commander of this hot malicious day ! 
Iheir armours, that march'd hence so silver-bright, 
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Hither retain all gilt with Frenchmen's blood } 
There stuck no plume in any English crest. 
That is removed by a staff of France ; 
Our colours do return in those same hands 
That did display them when we first marched forth ; 
And, like a jolly troon of huntsmen, come 
Our lusty English, all with purpled hands, 
Dyed in the dying slaup^hter of their foes : 
Open your gates, and give the victors way. 
Hitbert.* Heralds, from off our towers we might 

behold, 
From first to las^ the onset and retire 
Of both your armies 5 whose equality 
By our best eyes cannot be censured : 
Blood hath bought blood, and blows have answered 

blows ; 
Strength matched with strength, and power confronted 

power: 
Both are alike ; and both alike we like. 
One must prove greatest : while they weigh so even, 
We hold our town for neither ; yet for both. 

Enter, ai one side. Kino John. wUh his Poteer, Eli- 
nor, Blanch, and the Bastard ; at the other. Kino 
Philip, Lewis, Austria, and Forces, 

K, John. France^ hast thou yet more blood to cast 
awayf 
Say, shall the current of our right roam on, 

» Rubert. Without any assigned reiison the name of this 
speaker lias beeu altered by the modern editors to Citixen. The 
folio distinctly «;ives this, and all tlie subsennent sneectheii of 
the same person, to the end of the act. to Huoert. The propo- 
sition to the kins;« to reconcile their differences by the marriajfe 
of l^wiK and Blaiiuti would appear nei'essnrily to come from 
some person in autliority ; and it would seem to have been 
Shakspere's intenttuc to make th.it person Hul>ert de Burgii. 
who oocuf ies so cunspiouous a place in the remainder of tli9 
play. 
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Whose passage, vex'd with thy impedimeD<; 
Shall leave his native channel, and o'erswell 
With course disturbed even thy confinmg shores, 
Unless thou let his silver water keep 
A peaceful progress to the ocean f 

K. Phi. England, thou hast not sav'd one drop of 
blood, 
In this hot trial, more than we of France ; 
Rather, lost more : And by this hand 1 swear, 
That sways the earth this climate overlooks. 
Before we will lay down our just-borne arms. 
We '11 put thee down, 'gainst whom these arms we bear, 
Or add a royal number to the dead ; 
Gracing the scroll, that tells of this war's loss. 
With slaughter coupled to the name of kings. 

Bast, Ha, majesty ! .how high thy glory towers. 
When the rich blood of kings is set on fire ! 
O, now doth death line his dead chaps with steel ; 
The swords of soldiers are his teeth, his fangs ; 
And now he feasts, mousing the flesh of men, 
In undetertnin'd differences of kings. 
Why stand these royal fronts amazed thus % 
Cry, havoc, kings ! back to the stained field. 
You equal potents, fiery -kindled spirits ! 
Then let confusion of one part confirm 
The other's peace ; till then, blows, blood, and death ! 

K. John. Whose ^jarty do the tovoismen yet admit? 

K. Phi. Speak, citizens, for England ; who 's your 
king? 

Hubert. Tlie king of England, when we know tl* 
king. 

K. Phi. Know him in us, that here hold up his rigbb 

K. John. In us, that are our own great deputy, 
And bear possession of our penon here ; 
Xjord of onr presraice, Angiers, and of you. 

Hitbert A greater power than we denies all this ; 
And, till it be undoubted, we do lock 
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Oiir former scruple in our strong-barr'd gates, 
Kings, of our fear ;» until our fears, resolv'd, 
Be by some certain king purg'd and depos'd. 

Bast, By heaven, these scroyles^ of Angiers float 
you, kings ; 
And stand securely on their battlements, 
As in a theatre, whence they gape and point 
At your industrious scenes and acts of death. 
Your royal presences be rul'd l)y me ; 
Do like the mutines of Jerusalem, 
Be friends a while, and both conjointly bend 
Your sharpest deeds of malice on this town : 
By east and west let France and England mount 
Their battering cannon charged to the mouths ; 
Till their soul-fearing" clamours have brawVd down 
The flinty ribs of this contemptuous city : 
I *d play incessantly upon these jades. 
Even till unfenced desolation 
Leave tliem as naked as the vulgar air. 

That done, dissever your united strengths. 

And part your mingled colours once again ; 

Turn face to face, and bloody point to point 

Tlien, in a moment, fortune shall cull forth 

Out of one side her happy minion j 

To whom in favour she shall give the day, 

And kiss him with a glorious victory. 

How like you this wild counsel, mighty states I 

Smacks it not something of the policy ? 

K. John. Now, by the sky tjiat hangs above our heads, 

I like it well"; — France, shall we knit our powers, 
• Kings, of our fear. The citizens say, On account of our 

fwr, or through our fear, or hy our fear, we hold our former 

scruple, kings, ' 

" until our fears, resolvM, 
Be by some certain king purg'd and depos'd." 
b Scroyles: from Les JSscrouelles, the king's evil. 
c SouUfeaHng. To fear Is often used by the old writers in 

the sense of to make afraid. 

VOL. IT. O 
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And lay this Angieis even with the ground ; 
Then, after, fight who shall be king of it? 

Bast. An if thou hast the mettle of a king, 
Being wrong'd, as we are, by tins peevish town. 
Turn thou tlie mouth of thy artillery. 
As we will ours, against these saucy walls : 
And when that we have dosh'd them to the ground, 
Why, then defy each other : and, pell-mell. 
Make work< upon ourselves, for heaven, or hell. 

K. Phi. Let it be so : — Say, where will you assault ? 

K. John. We from the west will send destruction 
Into this city's bosom. 

Aust. I from the north. 

K. Phi, Our thunder from the souths 

Shall rain their drift of bullets on this toMm. 

Bast. O prudent discipline ! From north to south ; 
Austria and France choot in each other's mouth : \Aaide, 
1 1\ stir them to it : — Come, away, away I 

Hubert. Hear us, great kings : vouchBafe a while to 
stay, 
And I shall show you peace, and fair>fac'd league ; 
Win you this city witliout stroke or wound ; 
Rescue those breathing lives to die in bedsy 
That here come sacrifices for the field : 
Persever not, but hear me, mighty kings. 

K. John. Speak on, with favour ; we are bent to hear, 

Hubert. That daughter there of Spain> the lady 
Blanch, 
Is near to England ; Look upon the years 
Of Lewis the Dauphin, and tnal lovely maidt 
If lusty love should go in quest of beauty. 
Where should he find it fairer than in Blanch t 
If zealous love should go in search of virtue. 
Where should he find it purer than in Blanch f 
If love ambitious sought a match of birth. 
Whose veins bound richer blood than lady Blanch f 
Such as she is, in beauty, virtue^ birth. 
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la the young Dauphin every way complete ; 

If not complete or, say, he ih not she ; 

And she again wants nothing, to name wanf^ 

If want it be not, that she is not he : 

He is the half iKirt of a blessed man, 

Lef^ to be finished by such a she ; 

And she a fair divided excellence, 

Whose fulness of perfection lies in him. 

O, two such silver cunents, when they join, 

Do glorify the banks that bound them in : 

And two such shores to two such streams made on«, 

IVo such controlling bounds shall you be, kiogi^ 

To these two princes, if you marry them. 

This union shall do more than battery can, 

To our fastoclosed gates; for, attliis match, 

With swifter spleen than powder can enforce. 

The mouth of passage shall we fling wide ope, 

And give you entrance ; but, without this match, 

The sea enraged is not half so deaf. 

Lions more confident, mountains and rocks 

More free from motion, no, not death himielf 

In mortal fury half so peremptory. 

As we to keep this city. 

Biist. Here 's a stay,* 

That shakes the rotten carcase of old death 
Out of his rags ! Here *s a large mouUi, indeed. 
That spits forth death, and mountains, rocks, and teat; 
Talks as familiarly of roaring lions. 
As maids of thirteen do of puppy-dogs ! 
What cannoneer begot this lusty blood ? 
He speaks plain cannon, fire, and smoke, and bounce; 
He gives the bastinado with his tongue; 
Our ears are cudgell'd ; not a word of his, 
But buffets better tlian a fist of France : 
Zounds ! I was never so bethump'd with wordt^ 
Since I first call'd my brother's father, dad. 
• Sw^— interruption. 
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Eli. Sun, list to this conjunction, make this match ; 
Give with our niece a dowry large enough : 
For by this knot tliou shalt so surely tie 
Thy now unsur'd assurance to the crown, 
That yon green boy shall have no sun to ripe 
The bloom that ^romiseth a mighty fruit. 
I see a yielding in the looks of France ; 
Mark, how they whisper : urge them, while their souls 
Are capable of this ambition ; 
Lest zeal, now melted," by the windy breatli 
Of soft petitions, pity, and reihorse. 
Cool and congeal again to what it was. • 

Hubert. Why answer not the double majesties 
This friendly treaty of our threatened town t 

K. Phi. Speak England first, that hath been forward 
first 
To speak unto this city : What say you? 

K. John. If that the Dauphin tliere, thy princely 
son. 
Can in this book of beauty read, I love. 
Her dowry shall weigh equal with a queen : 
For Anjou, and fair Touraine, Maine, Poictiera^ 
And all that we upon this side the sea 
(Except this city now by us besieg'd) 
Find liable to our crown and dignity, 
Shall gild her bridal bed ; and make her rich 
In titles, honours, and promotions, 
As she in beauty, education, blood. 
Holds hand wi^ any princess of the world. 

■ Zealt now melted. The " zeal " of the King of France nod 
of Lewis is "now melted" — whether that melting represent 
metal iu a state of fusion, or dissolving ice : it has lost its com- 
pactness, its cohesion ; bnt 

** the windy breath 
Of soft petitions,"— 
the nleading of Constance and Arthur.— the pity and ivmorae 
of Philip for their lot,— may " cool and conseal '* it " again to 
what it was j"— may make It again aolid and antiie. 
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K, Phi, What sayst thou, boy ? look in the lady's 
face. 

Lew, I do, my lord, and in her eye I find 
A wonder, or a wondrous miracle. 
The shadow of myself form'd in her eye ; 
Which, being but the shadow of your son. 
Becomes a sun, and makes your son a shadow : 
I do protest, I never lov'd myself, 
Till now infixed I beheld myself, 
Drawn in the flattering table of her eye. 

[Whispers with Bi^AhXH. 

Bast, Drawn in the flattesing table of her eye ! — 

Hang'd in the frowning wrinkle of her brow ! — 
And quartered in her heart ! — he doth espy 

Himself love's traitor : This is pity now. 
That hang'd, and drawn, and quartered, there should lie, 
In such a love, so vile a lout as he. 

BUiiUih, My uncle's will, in this respect, is mine. 
If he see aught in you, that makes him like^, 
That anything he sees, which moves his liking, 
I can with ease translate it to my will ; 
Or, if you will, to speak more properly, 
I will enforce it easily to my love. 
Further I will not flatter you, my lord, 
That all I see in you is worthy love^ 
Than this, — that nothing do I s«e in you. 
Though churlish thoughts themselves should be your 

judge. 
That I can find should merit any hate. 

K, John, What say these young ones ? What say you, 
my niece *? 

Blanch. That she is bound in honour still to do 
What you in wisdom still vouchsafe to say. 

K, John. Speak then, prince Dauphin ; can you love 
this lady t 

Lew. Nay, ask me if I can refrain from love ; 
For I do love her most unfeignedly. 
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K, John, Then do I gfi ve Volqtiesseii, Toturaine^ lAsm, 
Poictiers, and Anjou, diese five provinces, 
With her to thee ; and thi« addition more. 
Full thirty thousand marks of English coin. 
Philip of France, if thou be pleas'd withal, 
Command thy son and daughter to join hands. 
K, Phi. It likes us well. Young princes, close yoat 

bands. 
AusU And your lips too ; for I am well assured 
That I did so, when I was first assured.* 

K» Phi. Now, citizens of Angiers, ope your gates, 
Let in that amity which you have made ; , 
For at saint Mary^s chapel, presently, 
Tlie rites of marriage shall be solemnized. 
Is not the lady Constance in this troop? ^ 
I know she is not ; for this match, made up, 
Her presence would have interrupted much : 
Where is she and her son ? tell me, who knows. 
Lew. She is sad and passionate ^ at your highoen' 

tent. 
K. Phi. And, by iny faith, this league, that we baw 
made, 
Will give her sadness very little cure. 
Brother of England, how may we content 
This widow lady ? In her right we came ; 
Which we, Grod knows,«have tum'd another way^ 
To our own vantage. 

£. John. We will heal up all. 

For we '11 create young Arthur duke of Bretagnc^ 
And earl of Richmond j and this rich fair town 
We make him lord of. — Call the lady Constance ; 
Some speedy messenger bid her repair 
To our solemnity : — I trust we shall. 
If not fill up the measure of her will, 
yet in some measure satisfy her so, 

■ FfTst rujKr'rf— nffianced. 
* PassUmate-^iMexL up to ifriel 
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That we sbal] stop her exclamation. 
Gro we, as well as haste will suiier us, 
To this unlook'd-for, unprepared pomp. 

[Exeunt all but the Bastard. — The Gitizenf 
retire from the walls. 
Bast. Mad world 1 mad kings ! mad composition 1 
John, to stop Arthur^s title \\i the whole. 
Hath willingly departed with a part : 
And France, whose armour conscience buckled on^ 
Whom zeal and charity brought to the field 
As God's own soldier, rounded in the ear 
With that same purpose-changer, that sly devil ; 
That broker that still breaks the pate of faith j 
That daily break-vow ; he tliat wins of all. 
Of kings, of beggars, old men, young men, maids, — 
Who having no external thing to lase 
But the word maid, cheats the poor maid of that ; 
That smooth-fac'd gentleman, tickling commodity,'* 
Commodity, the bias of the world ; •> 
The world, who of itself is peised*^ well. 
Made to run even ; upon even ground ; 
Till this advantage, this vile drawing bias, 
This sway of motion, this commodity. 
Makes it take head from all iudiflerency, 
From all direction, purpose, course, intent : . 
And this same bias, this commodity. 
This bawd, this broker, this all-changing word, 
Clapped on the outward eye of fickle France, 
Hath drawn him from his own determined aid, 
From a resolvM and honourable war. 
To a most base and vile-concluded peace.— 
And why rail I on this commodity f 
But for because he hath not woo'd me yet : 

• Commodity — interest. 

•• Bias of the world. The allusion to the has in a hovai is very 
happily kept up. 

• P«Med«->poifled. 
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Not that I Iiave the power to clutch my hand. 
When his fair angels would salute my palm ; 
But for my hand, as unattempted yet, 
Like a poor beggar, raileth on the rich. 
Well, whiles I am a beggar, I will rail. 
And say, — there is no sin but to be rich ; 
And being rich, my virtue then shall l)e, 
To say, — there is no vice but beggary : 
Since kings break faith upon commodity. 
Gain, be my lord ! for I will worship tiiee ! 



[SxU. 
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ACT III. 

SCENE h—rhe same. The French King's Teiif, 
Etiier Constance, Arthur, and Salisbury. 

Const. Gone to be married I gone to swear a peace I 
False blood to false blood join'd ! Grone to be friends ! 
Shall Lewis have Blanch? and Blanch those provinces? 
It is not so ; thou hast misspoke, misheard ; 
Be well advis'd, tell o'er thy tale again : 
It cannot be ; thou dost but say, 't is so : 
I trust I may not trust thee ; for thy word 
Is but the vain breath of a common man : 
Believe me, I do not believe thee, man ; 
I have a king's oath to the contrary. 
Tliou shalt be punish'd for thus frighting me, 
For I am sick, and capable of fears ; 
Oppress'd with wrongs, and therefore full of fears > 
A widow, husbandless, subject to fears ; 
A woman, naturally bom to fears ; 
And though thou now confess thou didst but jest 
With my vex'd spirits, I caimot take a truce, 
But they will quake and tremble all this day. 
What dost thou mean by shaking of thy head? 
Why dost thou look so sadly on my son? 
What means that Iiand upon that breast of thine ? 
Why holds thine eye that lamentable rheum. 
Like a proud river peering o'er his bounds 1 
Be these sad signs confirmers of tliy words ? 
Then speak again ; not all thy former tale. 
But this one word, whether thy tale be true. 

Sal. As true, as, I Relieve, you think them false 
That give you cause to prove my saying true. 
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Const. O, if thoa teach me to believe this sorrow, 
Teach thou this sorrow how to make me die ; 
And let belief and life encounter so. 
As doth the fury of two desperate men. 
Which, in the very meeting, fall, and die. — 
Lewis marry Blanch ! O, boy, then where art thou ? 
France friend with England ! what becomes of me ? — 
Fellow, be gone : I cannot brook thy sight 4 
This news hath made thee a most ugly man. 

Sal, What other harm have I, good lady, done, 
But spoke the harm that is by others done? 

Const. Which harm within itself so heinous is. 
As it makes harmiiil all that speak of it. 

Arth. I do beseech yon, madam, be content. 

Const. If thou, that bidd*st me be content, wert grim, 
Ugly, and slandVous to thy mother*s womb. 
Full of unpleaslng blots and sightless* stains. 
Lame, foolish, crooked, swart, prodigious,** 
Patch'd with foul moles and eye-offending marks, 
I would not care, I then would be content ; 
For then I should not love thee ; no, nor thou 
Become thy great birth, nor deserve a crown. 
But thou art fair ; and at thy birth, dear boy, 
Nature and Fortune join*d to make thee g^eat ; 
Of Nature's gifts thou mayst with lilies boast, 
And with the half-blown rose : but Fortune, O I 
She is corrupted, chang*d, and won from thee ; 
She adulterates hourly with thy uncle John ; 
And with her golden hand hath pluck'd on France 
To tread down fair respect of sovereignty, 
And made his majesty the bawd to theirs. - 
France is a bawd to Fortune, and king John ; 
That strumpet Fortune, that usurping John : — 
Tell me, thou fellow, is not France forsworn ? 
Envenom him with words ; or get thee gone, 

* Sightless— ^B opposite of sightly, 
b iVoii^iowt— preternaturaL 
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And leave those woes alone, which I alone 
Am bound to under-bear. 

Sal. Pardon me, madam, 

I may not go without you to the kings. 

Const. Thou mays^ thou shalt, I will not go with 
thee: 
I will instract my soitows to be proud : 
For grief is proud, and makes his owner stoop.* 
To me, and to the state of my great grief. 
Let kings assemble; for my grief ^s so great 
That no supporter but the huge firm earth 
Can hold it up : here I and sorrows sit ; 
Here is my throne, bid kings come bow to it. 

[^She throws herself on tJie ground* 

Enter Kino John, King Philip, Lewis, Blanch, 
Elinor, Bastard, Austria, and Attendants. 

K. Phi. 'T is true, fair daughter ; and this blessed 
day 
Ever in France shall be kept festival : 
To solemnize this day, the glorious sun" 
Stays in his course, and plays the alchymist ; 
Turning, with splendour of his precious eye, 
The meagre cloddy earth to glittering gold : 
The yearly course that brings this day about 
Shall never see it but a holiday. 

Const. A wicked day, and not a holyday !— [i{M»ny, 
What hath this day deserved "? what hath it done, 
That it in golden letters should be set, 
Among the high tides, in the kalendur? 
Nay/ rather, turn this day out of the week; 
This day of shame, oppression, perjury : 
Or, if it must stand still, let wives with child 

• Stnop. Constiince refuses to go with Salisbury to the kings 
— she will instruct her sorrows to be proud ; for {,'rief is proud 
In spirit, even while it bows dowu the body of its owner ; or, 
grief nial(.es its owner stoop to U, 
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Pray that their burthens may not fall this day. 
Lest that their hopes prodigiously be crossM : 
But on * tliis day let seamen fear no wrack ; 
No bargains break, tliat are not this day made : 
This day, all things begun come to ill end ; 
Yea, faith itself to hollow falsehood change ! 

K. Phi, By heaven^ l^y» you shall have no cause 
To curse the fair proceedings of this day. 
Have I not pawn'd to you my majesty f 

Const. You have beguil'd me with a counterfeit. 
Resembling majesty ; which, being toucb^d, and tried. 
Proves valueless : You are forsworn, forsworn ; 
You came in arms to spill mine enemies* blood. 
But now in arms you strengthen it with yours : 
The grappling vigour and rough frown of war 
Is cold, in amity and painted peace, 
And our oppression hath made up this league : — 
Arm, arm, you heavens, against these perjured kings 
A widow cries ; be husband to me, heavens ! 
Let not the hours of this ungodly day 
Wear out the day in peace ; but, ere sunset. 
Set armed disconi Hwixt these perjm'^d kings 1 
Hear me, O, hear me ! 

Atist. Jj&dj Constance, peace. 

Const. War! war! no peace! peace is to me a war. 
O Lymogesl O Austria! thou dost shame 
That bloody spoil: Thou slave, thou wretch, thoii 

coward ; 
Thou little valiant, great in villainy ! 
Thou ever strong iipon the stronger side ! 
Thou Fortune^s champion, that dost never fight 
But when her humorous ladyship is by 
To teach thee safety! thou art perjur'd too. 
And sooth^st up greatness. What a fool art thou, 
A ramping fool ; to brag, and stamp, and swear, 
Upon my party ! Thou cold-blooded slav^ 
* But on— except ou. 
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Hast thou not spoke like thunder on my side? 
Been sworn my soldier? Bidding me de])end 
Upon thy stars, thy fortune, and thy strength ? 
And dost thou now fall over to my foes ? 
Thou wear a lion's hide ! doff it for shame, 
And hang a calf Vskin on those recreant limbs. 

Aust. O, that a man should speak those words to me ! 

Sast And- hang a calf Vskin on those recreant limbs. 

Aust Thou dar'st not say so, villain, for thy life. 

Bctst. And liang a calf Vskin on those recreant limbs. 

K. John. We like not this ; thou dost forget thyself. 

Enter Pandulph. 

K. Phi. Here comes the holy legate of the pope. 

Pand. Hail, you anointed deputies of heaven i — 
To thee, king John, my holy errand is. 
I, Pandulph, of fair Milan cardinal, 
And from pope Innocent the legate here, 
DOf in his name, religiously demiemd. 
Why thou against the church, our holy mother, 
So wilfully dost spurn ; and, force perforce, 
Keep Stephen Langton, chosen archbishop 
Of Canterbury, from that holy see ? 
This, in our foresaid holy father's name, 
Pope Innocent, I do demand of thee. 

K. John. What earthly name to inteiTogatoriea 
Can task the free breath of a sacred king ? 
Thou canst not, cardinal, devise a name 
So slight, unworthy, and ridiculous. 
To charge me to an answer, as the pope. 
Tell him this tale ; and from the mouth of England 
Add thus much more, — ^That no Italian priest 
Shall tithe or toll in our dominions ; 
But as we under heaven are supreme head, 
So, under him, that great supremacy, 
Where we do reign, we will alone uphold. 
Without the assistance of a mortal hand : 
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So tell the pope ; all reverence set apaxt^ 
To him, and his usurpM authority. 

K. Phi. Brother of England, you blaspheme in this. 

K. John. Though you, and all the kings of Christ- 
endom, 
Are led so grossly by this meddling priest, 
Dreading tlie cur^e that money may buy out ; 
And, by the merit of vile gold, dr(»s, dust, 
Purchase corrupted ))ardon of a man, 
Who, in that sale, sells pardon from himself; 
'Thou;;h you, and all the rest, so grossly led. 
This juggling witchcrallt with revenue cherish; 
Yet I, alone, alone do me oppose 
Against the po^je, and count nis friends my foefc 

Pond. Then by the lawful power that I hav«^ 
Thou shalt stand cursed, and excommunicate : 
And blessed shall he be that doth revolt 
From his allegiance to an heretic ; 
And meritorious shall that hand be call'dy 
Canonized, and worshipp'd as a saint, 
That takes away by any secret course 
Thy hateful life. 

Const. O, lawful let it be, 

That I have room witii Rome* to curse a while! 
Good father cardinal, cry thou, amen, 
To ray keen curses : for, without my wrong, 
Tliere is no tongue hath power to curse him right 

Pand. There 's law and wairant, lady, for my c 

Const. And fur mine too \ when law can do no rtglrf* 
Let it be lawful that law bar no wrong ; 
Law cannot give my child his kingdom here ; 
For he that holds his kingdom holds the law : 
Therefore, since law itself is perfect wrong. 
How can the law forbid my tongue to curse % 

• Koom leith Rome. Rome wa» formerly pronoanced fttWI,— 
ftnd Shakspere indiUges iu a play upou words, evon when th« 
Mtterer m strouKiy moved. 
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Pand. Philip of France, on peril of a curs(^ 
Let go tli^ hand of that arch-heretic ; 
And raise the power of France upon his head, 
Unless he do submit himself to Rome. 

Eli. Ijook'st thou pale, Fiance ? do not let go thy 
hand. 

Const. Look to that, deVil ! lest that France repent, 
And, by disjoining hands, hell lose a soul. 

Aust. King Philip, listen to the cardinal. 

Bast, And hang a calfVskin on his recreant limbs. 

Aust. Well, ruffian, I must pocket up these wrongs. 
Because 

Bast. Your breeches best may carry'them. 

K. John, Philip, what say'st thou to the cardinal 1 

Const, What should he say, but as the cardinal ? 

Lew. Bethink you, father ; for the difference 
Is, purchase of a heavy curse from Rome, 
Or the light loss of England for a friend : 
Forego the easier. 

Blanch. That 's the curse of Rome. 

Const. O Lewis, stand fast; the devil tempts thee 
here, 
In likeness of a new untrimmed bride. 

Blanclt. The lady Constance speaks not from her faith, 
But from her need. 

Const, O, if thou grant my need. 

Which only lives but by the death of faith, 
That need must needs infer this principle, — 
That faith would live again by death of need ; 
O, then, tread down my need, and faith mounts up ; 
Keep my need up^ and faith is trodden down. 

K. John, The King is mov'd, and answers not to this. 

Const. O, be remov'd from him, and answer well. 

Aust. Do so, king Philip ; hang no' more in doubt. 

Bast. Hang nothing but a calf's-skm, most sweet 
lout. 

K. Phi. I am perplexed, and know not what to say. 
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Pand, What canst thou say, but will perplex tlwe 
more, 
If thou stand excommunicate, and curs'd ? 

K. Phi. Grood reverend father, make my person youn, 
And tell me how you would bestow youTself. 
This royal hand and mine are newly knit : 
And the conjunction of our inward souls 
Married in league, coupled and link'd together 
With all religious strength of sacred vows. 
The latest breath that gavef the sound of words 
Was deep-sworn faith, peace, amity, true love, 
Between our kingdoms, and our royal selves ; 
And even before this truce, but new before, — 
No longer than we well could wash our hands, 
To clap this royal bargain up of peace, — 
Heaven knows, they were besmeared and oversta'iAM 
With slaughter's pencil ; where revenge did paint 
The fearful difference of incensed kings : 
And shall ffiese hands, so lately purg'd-of blood, 
So newly join'd in love, so strong in both, 
Unyoke this seizure, and this kind regreet? 
Play fast and loose with faith t so jest with Heaven, 
Make such unconstant children of ourselves. 
As now again to snatch our palm from palm ; 
Unswear faith sworn ; and on the marriage-bed 
Of smiling peace to march a bloody ]io?t. 
And make a riot on the gentle brow 
Of true sincerity ? O, holy sir, 
My reverend father, let it not be so : 
Out of your grace, devise, ordain, impose 
Some gentle order ; and then we shall be blessM 
To do your pleasure, and continue friends. 

Pand. All form is formless, order orderless, 
Save what is opposite to England's love. 
Therefore, to- arms! be champion of our cliurcli ! 
Or let the church, our mother, breathe her curre, 
A mother's curse, on her revolting son. 
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France thou mayst hold a serpent by the toogue, 

A chased lion* by the mortal paw, 

A fasting tiger safer by the tooth, 

Than keep in peace that hand which thou dost hold. 

K. Phi. I may disjoin my hand, but not my faitii. 

Pand. So mak'st thou faith an enemy to faith ; 
And, like a civil war, sett'st oath to oath. 
Thy tongue against thy tongue. O, let thy vow 
First made to heaven, first be to heaven perform'd ; 
That is, to be the champion of our church I 
What since thou swor'st is sworn against thyself. 
And may not be performed by thyself: 
For that which thou hast sworn to do amiss. 
Is not amiss when it is truly done ; 
And being not done, where doing tends to ill, 
The truth is then most done not doing it : 
The better act of purposes mistook 
Is, to mistake again ; though indirect, 
Yet indirection thereby grows direct. 
And falsehood falsehood cures ; as fire cools fire, 
Within the scorched veins of one new bum'd. 
It is religion that doth make vows kept ; 
But thou liast sworn against religion 
By what thou swear'st against the thing thou swear^sl ; 
And mak'st an oath the surety for thy truth 
Against an oath : The truth thou art unsure 
To swear, swears only ^ not to be forsworn; 
Else, what a mockery should it be to swear ! 
But thou dost swear only to be forsworn ; 

* A chased lion. We have ventured here upon a sligbl 
change, lite original readu, '* a eated lion" 'whicn is ■apposed 
to mean a lion in a ca^e. The image is, strictly taken, weak> 
ened, if not deiitroyea> by this epithet. The very pardonable 
innertion of an A presents us a noble picture of a hunted lion at 
bay. 

o Swears mly. The entire speech of Fandulph is full of 
verbal sabUeties, which render the intricate reasoning more in- 
tricate. The poet unquestionably meant to produce this effect. 
TOL. ly. P 
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And moft forsworn, to keep what thou dost swear. 

Therefore, thy later vows, against tliy first, 

Is in thyself rebellion to thyself : 

And better conquest never canst thou make, 

Than arm thy constant and thy nobler parts 

Against these giddy loose suggestions : 

Upon which better part our prayers come in. 

If thou vouchsafe tbem : but, if not, then know, 

The peril of our curses light on thee 

So heavy, as thou shalt not shake them off, 

But, in despair, die under their black weight. 

Atist, Rebellion, flat rebellion ! 

Bast, Will 't not be? 

Will not a calf 's-skin stop that mouth of thine? 

Lew. Father, to arms ! 

Blanch. Upon thy wedding-day ? 

Against the blood that thou hast married ? 
What, shall our feast be kept with slaughter'd men ? 
Shall braying trumpets, and loud churlish drums, 
Glamours of hell, be measures ^ to our pomp 9 
O husband, hear me ! — ^ab, alack, how new 
Is husband in my mouth ! — even for that name, 
Which till this time my tongue did ne^er pronoHii.c«| 
Upon my knee I beg, go not to arms 
Against mine uncle. 

Const O, upon my knee, 

Made hard with kneeling, I do pray to thee, 
Thou virtuous Dauphin, alter not the doom 
Fore-thought by heaven. 

Blanch. Now shall I see thy love. What motive mav 
Be stronger with thee than the name of wife ? 

Const. That which upholdeth him that thee upholdsi 
His honour : O, thine honour, Lewis, thine honour ! 

Lew. I muse your majesty doth seem so cold, 
When such profound respects do pull you on. 

Pond. I will denounce a curse upon his head. 
* Measures — solemn dancen. 
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JT. Phi, Thou shaJt not need :— EiiglanJ, 1 will fall 

frpm thee. 
Const O fair return of banish^ majesty ! 
Eli. O foul revolt of French inconstancy ! 
K. John. France, thou shalt rue this hour within this 

hour. 
Bast, Old Time the clock-setter, that bald sexton, 
Time, 
Is it as he will? well then, France shall rue. 

Bkmoh. The sun 's overcast with blood : Fair day 
adieu ! 
Which is the side that I must go withal ? 
I am with both : each army hath a hand ; 
And, in their rage, I having hold of both, 
They whirl asunder, and dismember me. 
Husband, I cannot pray that thou mayst win ; 
Uncle, I needs must pray that thou mayst lose ; 
Father, I may not wish tiie fortune thine ; 
Grandame, I will not wish thy wishes thrive : 
Whoever wins, on that side shall I lose ; 
Assured loss, before the match be playM. 

Levf, Lady, with me ; with me thy fortune lies. 
Blanch, There where my fortune lives, there my life 

dies. , 

JT. John. Cousin, go draw our puissance together. — 

[Exit Bastard. 
France, I am burned up with inflaming wrath ; 
A rage whose heat hath this condition. 
That nothing can allay, nothing but blood. 
The blood, and dearest-valued blood, of France. 

K, Phi, Thy rage shall bum thee up, and thou shalt 
turn 
To ashes, ere our blood shall quench that fire : 
Look to thyself, thou art in jeopardy. 
K, John. No more than he that threats. — To arms 
let's hie! [Exeunt. 
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SCENE II. — J%tf same. Plains near Angiera. 

Alarun^; Excursions, Enter the Ba3tard, toUh 
Austria'^ Head. 

Bast. Now, by my life, this day grows wondrous hot ; 
Some airy devil hovers in the sky, ' 
And pours down mischief. Austria^s head, lie there ; 
"While Philip breathes. 

Enier Kino John, Arthur, and Hubert. 

K. John. Hubert, keep this boy : — Philip, make up : 
My mother is assailed in our teni^ 
And ta'en, I fear. 

Ba^t. My lonl, I rescued her; 

Her highness is in safety, fear you not : 
But on, my liege ; for very little pains 
Will bring this labour to a happy end. \^ExeHnt, 

SCENE III.— T^ same. 

Alarums ; Excursions ; Betreat. Enter King Jobtt, 
Elinor, Arthur, the Bastard, Hubert, and Lords. 

K. John. So shall it be ; your grace shall stay behind, 

[To Eli. 
So strongly guarded. — Cousin, look not sad : [ To Arts. 
Thy grandame loves thee ; and thy uncle wul 
As dear be to thee as thy father was. 

Arth. O, this will make my mother die with grief. 

K, John. Cousin, [to the Bastard] away for England ; 
haste beftnre: 
And, ere our coming, see thou shake the hags 
Of hoarding abbots ; imprisoned angels 
Set thou at liberty : the fat ribs of peace 
Must by the hungry now be fed upon : 
Use our commission in his utmost force. 

Bast. Bell, book, and candle shall not drive me back, 
When gold and silver becks me to come on. 
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I leave your highness : — Orandame, I will pray 

(If ever I remember to be holy) 

For your fair safety ; so I kiss your hand. 

Eli. Farewell, gentle cousin. 

K. John. Coz, farewell. [Exit Bastard. 

Eli. Gome hither, little kinsman ; hark, a word. 

[She takes Arth. aside, 

K. John. Come hither, Hub^t. O my gentle Hubert^ 
We owe thee much ; within this wall of flesh 
There is a soul counts thee her creditor. 
And with advantage means to pay thy love : 
And, my good friend, thy voluntary oath 
Lives in this bosom, dearly cherished. 
Give me thy hand. I had a thing to say, — 
But I will tit it witli some better tune. 
By heaven, Hubert^ I am almost ashamed 
To say what good respect I have of thee. 

Hiud. I am much bounden to your majesty. 

K. John. Good friend, thou hast no cause to say so yet : 
But thou shalt have : and creep time ne'er so slow, 
Yet it shall come for me to do thee good. 
I had a thing to say, — But let it go : 
The sun is in the heaven, and the proud day, 
Attended with the pleasures of the world. 
Is all too wanton and too full of gawds, 
To give me audience : — If the midnight bell 
Did, with his iron tongue and brazen mouth, 
Sound on» into the drowsy race of night ; 

* Sound on. So the original. But on and one were often 
spelt alike ; and therefore the passage mu&t be determined by 
other principles than that of fidelity to the text. Which is the 
more poetical, 

*• Sound on into the drowsy race of night," 
or "sound onef" — Shakspere, it appears to us, hag made the 
idea of time precise enough by the *' midnight bell ;" and the 
addition of ** one " is either a contradiction or a pleonasm. 
But was the " midnight bell " the bell of a clock ? Was it not 
rather the bell which called the monks to their " morning lauds ?" 
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If this same were a churchyard where we stand, 
And thou possessed with a thousand ¥non^ ; 
Or if that surly spirit, melancholy, 
Had bak^d thy blood, and made it heavy, thick, 
(Which, else, runs tickling up and down the veins, 
Making that idiot, laughter, keep men's eyes, 
And strain their cheeks to idle merriment^ 
A passion hateful to my purposes ;^ 
Or if that thou couldst see me without eyes. 
Hear me without thine ears, and make reply 
Without a tongue, using conceit ^lone, 
Without eyes, ears, and harmful sound of words ; 
Then, in despite of brooded watchful day, 
I would into thy bosom pour my thoughts : 
But ah, I will not : — ^Yet I love thee well ; 
And, by my troth, I think thou lov'st me well. 

Hub. So well, that what you bid me undertake, 
Though that my death were adjunct to my act. 
By heaven, I would do it. 

K. John. Do not I know thou wouldst 9 

Grood Hubert, Hubert, Hubert, throw thine eye 
On yon young boy : I 'U tell thee what, my friend, 
He is a very serpent in my way j 
And wheresoever this foot of mine doth tread 
He lies before me : Dost thou understand me 9 
Thou art his keeper. 

Hub. And I '11 keep him so, 

That he shall not offend your majesty. 

K.John, Death. 

Hub. My lord? 

K. John, A grave. 

Hub. He shall not live. 

K. John. Enough. 

I could be merry now : Hubert, I love thee. 
Well, I '11 not say what I intend for thee ; 

Remember. Madam, fare you well : 

I '11 send those powers o'er to your majesty. 
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£U. My blesnng go with thee ! 

JET. John. For England, coiuin, go : 

Hubert shall be your man, attend on you 
With all true duty.^On toward Calais, bo ! {ExeuiU. 

SCENE IV,— The same. The French King's Tent, 

Enter King Philip, Lbwis, Pandulfh, and 
Attendants. 

JT. PM. So, by a roaring tempest on the flood, 
A whole armado of convicted * sail 
Is scattered and disjoined from fellowship. 

Pand. Courage and comfort ! all shall yet go welL 

K. PM, What can go well, when we have run so ill? 
Are we not beaten 9 Is not Anglers lost f 
Arthur ta'en prisoner ? divers dear friends slain? 
And bloody England into England gone, 
O'erbearing interruption, spite of France f 

Lew. What he hath won that hath he fortified : 
So hot a speed with such advice dispos'd, 
Such temperate order in so fierce a cause, 
Doth want example : Who hath read, or heard. 
Of any kindred action like to this? 

K. Phi. Well could I bear that England had tliis 
praise. 
So we could find some pattern of our shame. 

Enter Cokstamcb. 
Look, who comes here ! a grave imto a soul ; 
Holding the eternal spirit, against her will. 
In tbie vile prison of cifflicted breath i-^ 
I prithee, lady, go away with me. 

Const. Lo, now ! now see the issue of your peace ! 

K. Phi. Patience, good lady ! comfort, gentle 
Constance ! 

Const. No, I defy all counsel, all redress, 
But that which ends all cotmsel, true redress. 
• C'cwwcted— overpowered. 
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Death, death, O amiable lovely death ! 

Thou odoriferous stench ! sound rottenness ! 

Arise forth from the couch of lasting night, 

Thou hate and terror to prosperity, 

And I will kiss thy detestable bones ; 

^jid put my eyeballs in thy yauUy brows ; 

And ring these fingers with thy household worms ; 

And stop this gap of breath with fulsome dust, 

And be a carrion monster like thyself: 

Come, grin on me ; and I will think thou smiFst^ 

And buss thee as thy wife ! Misery's Iot^ ■ 

O, come to me ! 

K. Phi. O fair affliction, peace ! 

Cotist. No, no, I will not, having breath to cry :— » 
O, that my tongue were in the thunder's mouth ? 
Then with a passion would I shake the world ; 
And rouse from sleep that fell anatomy. 
Which cannot hear a lady's feeble voice. 
Which scorns a modem* invocation. 

Pand. Lady, you utter madness, and not sorrcMr. 

Const Thou art not holy to belie me so; 
I am not mad : this hair I tear is mine ; 
My name is Constance; I was Geffrey's wife; 
Young Arthur is my son, and he is lost : 
I am not mad ; — I would to heaven I were ! 
For then, 't is like I should forget myself: 
O, if I could, what grief should I forget! — 
Preach some philosophy to make me mad. 
And thou shalt be canoniz'd, cardinal ; 
For, being not mad but sensible of gtief, 
My reasonable part produces reason 
How I may be delivered of these woes, 

a Jfodem— trite, common. Thus, in * As You Like it,'— 

"Full of wise saws and modem instances." 

We may read " a mother' a invocation" with little violence to 

the lext : moder's (the old spelling) might have been easily 

mistaken for modern. 
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And teaches me to kill or hang myself: 
If I were mad, I should forget my son ; 
Or madly think a babe of clouts were he : 
I am not mad; too well, too well I feel 
The dififerent plague of each calamity. 

K, Phi. Bind up those tresses : O, what love I note 
In the fair multitude of those her hairs ! 
Where but by chance a silver drop hath fiillen, 
Even to that drop ten thousand wiry friends 
Do glue themselves in sociable grief; 
Like true, inseparable, faithful loves, 
Sticking together in calamity. 

Corut. To England, if you will. 

K, Phi. Bind up your hairs. 

Const. Yes, that I will ; And wherefore will I do it ! 
I tore them from their bonds ; and cried aloud, 

that these hands could so redeem my son. 
As they have given these hairs their liberty ! 
But now I envy at their liberty. 

And will again commit them to their bonds 

Because my poor child is a prisoner. 

And, father cardinal, I have heard you say, 

That we shall see and know our friends in heaven : 

If that be true, I shall see my boy again ; 

For, since the birth of Gain, the first male child, 

To him that did but yesterday suspire. 

There was not such a gracious creature bom. 

But now will canker sorrow eat my bud. 

And chase the native beauty from his cheek. 

And he will look as hollow as a ghost ; 

As dim and meagre as an ague's fit ; 

And so he '11 die ; and, rising so again, 

When I shall meet him in the court of heaven 

1 shall not know him : therefore never, never 
Must I behold my pretty Arthur more. 

Pand, You hold too heinous a respect of grief. 
Const. He talks to me that never had a son* 
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K, Phi, You are as food of grief as of your child. 
Const Grief fills the room up of my absent child, 
Lies in his bed, walks up and down with me, 
Puts on his pretty looks, Tepeats his words, 
Remembers me of all his gracious parts, 
Stufis out his vacant garments with his form ; 
Then, have I reason to be fond of grief. 
Fare you well : had you such a loss as I, 
I could give better comfort than you do. — 
I will not keep this form upon my head, 

iTearinff off her head-dress. 
When there is such disorder in my wit. 
O Lord ! my boy, my Arthur, my fair son ! 
My life, my joy, my food, my all the world ! 
My widow-comfort, and my sorrows' cure ! [Exit' 

K. Phi. I fear some outrage, and 1 11 follow her. IBxit. 

Lew. There 's nothing in this world can make me joy : 
Life is as tedious as a twice-told tale, 
Vexing the dull ear of a drowsy man ; 
And bitter shame hath spoil'd the sweet world's taste, 
That it yields nought but shame and bitterness. 

Pand. Before the curing of a strong disease. 
Even in the instant of repair and health, 
The fit is strongest ; evils, that take leave. 
On their departure most of all show evil : 
What have you lost by losing of this day? 

Lew. All days of glory, joy, and happiness. 

PaTid. If you had won it, certainly, you had. 
No, no : when fortune means to men most good, 
She looks upon them with a threatening eye. 
'T is strange to think how much king John hath lost 
In this which he accounts so clearly won : 
Are riot you griev'd that Arthur is his prisoner f 

Lew. As heartily as he is glad he hath him. 

Pcmd. Your mind is all as youthful as your blood. 
Now hear me speak, with a prophetic spirit ;' 
For even the breath of what I mean to speak 
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Shall blow each dugt, each Btra.w, each little rob. 
Out of the path which shall directly lead 
Thy foot to England^s throne ; and, therefore, mark. 
Jolm hath seiz'd Arthur; and it cannot be, 
That, whiles warm life plays in that infant's veins, 
The misplacVl John should entertain an hour, 
One minute, nay, one quiet breath of rest : 
A sceptre, snatch'd with an unruly hand. 
Must be as boisterously maintained as gainM : 
And he that stands upon a slippery place 
Makes nice of no vile hold to stay him up : 
That John may stand then Arthur needs must fall ; 
So be it, for it cannot be but so. 

Lew, But what shall I gain by yotmg Arthur^s fall? 

Pafid. You, in the right of lady Blanch your wif^ 
May then make all the claim that Arthur did. 

Lew. And lose it, life and all, as Arthur did. 

Pand, How green you are, and fresh in this old world ! 
John lays you plots ; the times conspire with you : 
For he that steeps his safety in true blood 
Shall find but bloody safety, and tmtrue.^ 
This act^ so evilly bom, shall cool the hearts 
Of all his people^ and freeze up l^eir zeal, 
That none so small advantage shall step forth 
To check his reign, but they will cherisn it; 
No natural exhalation in the sky. 
No scope of nature," no distemper'd day. 
No common wind, no customed event, 
But they will pluck away his natural cause. 
And call them meteors, prodigies, and signs. 
Abortives, presages, and tongues of heaven. 
Plainly denouncing vengeance upon John. 

Lew. May be, he will not touch young Arthur's life^ 
But hold himself safe in his prisonment. 

a Scope of nature— th.e ordinary course of nature. A scope 
is what is seen— according to its derivation— as a phenomenon 
is what appears. 
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Pond. Of sir, when he shall hear of your approach, 
If that young Arthur be not gone already, 
Even at that news he diet : and then the hearts 
Of all his people shall revolt from him, 
And kiss the lips of unacquainted change ; 
And pick strong matter of revolt, and wrath, 
Out of the bloody fingers^ ends of John. 
Methinks, I see this hurly all on foot ; 
And, O, what better matter breeds for you, 
Than I have nam'd ! — The bastard Faulconbridge 
Is now in England, ransacking the church, 
Offending charity : If but a dozen French 
Were there in arms, they would be as a call • 
To train ten thousand English to their side ; 
Or, as a little snow, tumbled about. 
Anon becomes a mountain. O noble dauphin 
Go with me to the king : "T is wonderful 
What may be wrought out of their discontent. 
Now that their souls are topfull of offence. 
For England go ; I will waet on the king. 

Lexo. Strong reasons make strange^ actions: Let 
usgo; 
If you say ay, the king will not say no. [Exeunt, 

• A caU, The caged birds which lure the wild ones to the 
net are termed by fowlers " ca/^birds." 

b Strange. Strong reasons make— that is, justify— a large 
deviation from common courses. 
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ACT IV. 

SCENE I.— Northampton. A Room in the Castle, 

Enter Hubert and Ttoo Attendants. 

Hub. Heat me these irons hot ; and look thou stand 
Within the arras : when I strike my foot 
Upon the bosom of the ground, rush forth, 
And bind the boy, which you shall find with me, 
Fast to the chair : be heedful : hence, and watch. 
1 Attend. I hope your warrant will bear out the deed. 
Hub, Uncleanly scruples ! Fear not you : look to 't — 
[Exeunt Attendants. 
Young lad, come forth 5 I have to say with you. 

Enter Arthur. 

Artk, Gkxxl morrow, Hubert. 

Hub. Grood morrow, little prince. 

Arth. As little prince (having so great a title 
To be more prince) as may be. — You are sad. 

Hub, Indeed, I have been merrier. 

Arth. Mercy on me ! 

Methinks, nobody should be sad but I : 
Yet, I remember, when I was in France, 
Young gentlemen would be as sad as night, 
Only for wantonness. By my Christendom,*^ 
So I were out of prison, and kept sheep, 
I should be as merry as the day is long ; 
And so I would be here, but that I doubt 
My uncle practises more harm to me : 
He is afraid of me, and I of him : 
Is it my fault that I was Grefirey's son? 

• Christendom. Arthur prettily asseverates by the baptismal 
office— by his christening. 
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No, indeed, is ^t not ; And I would to heaven 
I were your son, so you would love me, Hubert. 

Hub. If I talk to him, with his innocent prate 
He will awake my mercy, which lies dead : 
Therefore I will be sudden, and despatch. [Aside, 

Arih, Are you sick, Hubert ? you look pale to-day: 
In sooth, I would you were a little sick. 
That I might sit all nighty and watch with you : 
I warrant I love you more than you do me. 

Hub. His words do take possession of my bosom. — 
Read here, young Arthur. [S?io%Ding a paper,'] How 
now, foolish rheum ! [Aside^ 

Turning dispiteous torture out of door ! 
I must be brief; lest resolution drop 
Out at mine eyes, in tender womanish tears. 
Can you not read it ? is it not fair writ ? 

Arth, Too fairly, Hubert, for so foul effect : 
Must you with hot irons bum out both mine eyes ? 

JSttb, Young boy, I must. 

Arth. And will youf 

Hub. And I will. 

Arth, Have you the heart f When your head did but 
ache^ 
I knit my hand-kercher about your brows, 
rrhe best I had, a princess wrought it me,) 
And I did never ask it you again : 
And with my hand at midnight held your head ; 
And, like the watchful minutes to the hour. 
Still and anon cheer'd up the b^avy time ; 
Saying, What lack youY and. Where lies your grief 9 
Or, What good love may I perform for you $ 
Many a poor man^s son would have lain still. 
And ne'er have spoke a loving word to you ; 
But you at your sick service had « prinoe. 
Nay, you may think my love was crafty love. 
And call it cunning j do, an if you will : 
If heaven be pleased that you must use me ill, 
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Why, then you must — ^Will you put out mine eyes f 
These eyee, that never did, nor never shall, 
So much as frown on you ? 

Hub. I have sworn to dn it ; 

And with hot irons must I biim them out. 

Arth. Ah, none, hut in this iron age, would do it ! 
The iron of itself, though heat » red-hot^ 
Approaching near these eyes, would drink my tears, 
And quench his fiery indignation. 
Even m the matter of mine innocence ; 
Nay, after that, consume away in rust, 
But for containing fire to harm mine eye. 
Are you more stubbom-faard than hammered iron ? 
An if an angel should have come to me, 
And told me, Hubert should put out mine eyes, 
I would not have believ'd him.^ No tongue but Hu- 
bert's— 
Hub. Gome forth. iStamps, 

Re-erUer Attendants, toith Cords, Irons, S^c. 
Do as I bid you do. 

Arth. O, save me, Hubert, save me ! my eyes are out^ 
Even with the fierce looks of these bloody men. 
Hub. Give me the iron, I say, and bind him here. 
Arth. Alas, what need you be so boist'rous-rough ? 
I will not struggle, I will stand stone-still. 
For heaven sake, Hubert, let me not be boimd ! 
Nay, hear me, Hubert ! drive these men away. 
And I will sit as quiet as a lamb ; 
I will not stir, nor wince, nor speak a word, 
Nor look upon the iron angerly : 
Thrust but these men away, and 1 11 forgive you, 
YThatever torment you do put me to. 

* HeM, used aa a |>artieiple. 

^ / would not have believ'd him. As wc have pointed the 
passage, Arthur befpns a fresh sentence, which is interrupted by 
Hubert stamping. He is about to say, « No ton^pie but Hu- 
bert's " would have made me believe it. 
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Hub, Go, stand within ; let me alone witii him. 

1 Attend, I am best pleased to be from such a deed. 
\^Exeunt Attendants. 

Arth, Alas ! I then have chid away ray Mend ; 
He hath a stem look, but a gentle heart : — 
Let him come back, that his compassion may 
Give life to youis. 

Hub, Gome, boy, prepare yourself. 

Arth. Is there no remedy f 

Hub. None, but to lose your eyes. 

Arth, O heaven! — that there were but a mote In 
yours, 
A grain, a dust, a gnat, a wandering hair. 
Any annoyance in that precious sense ! 
Then, feeling what small things are boisterous there^ 
Your vile intent must needs seem horrible. 

Hub. Is this your promise 1 go to, bold your tongue. 

Arth. Hubert, the utterance of a brace of tongues 
Must needs want pleading for a pair of eyes : 
Let me not hold my tongue ; let me not, Hubert ! 
Or, Hubert, if you will, cut out my tongue, 
So I may keep mine eyes. O, spare mine eyes ; 
Though to no use, but still to look on you ! 
Lo, by my troth, the instrument is cold, 
And would not harm me. 

Hub, I can heat it, boy. 

Arth. No, in good sooth ; the fire is dead with grie^i 
Being create for comfort^ to be us'd 
In undeserved extremes : See else yourself; 
There is no malice in this burning coal ; 
The breath of heaven hath blown bis ^irit out, 
And strewed repentant ashes on his head. 

Hub. But with ray breath I can revive it, boy. 

Arth. And if you do, you will but make it blush. 
And glow with shame of your proceedings, Hubert : 
Nay, it; perchance, will sparkle in your eyes ; 
And, like a dog that is compell'd to fight. 
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Snatch at his master that doth tarre ^ him on. 
All things that you should use to do me mnrong 
Deny their office : only you do lack 
That mercy which fierce fire and iron extends, 
Creatures of note for mercy-lacking uses. 

Sub, Well, see to live ; I will not touch thine eyes 
For all the treasure that thine uncle owes : 
Vet am I sworn, and I did purpose, boy, 
With this same very iron to bum them out. 

Arth. O, now you look like Hubert ! all this while 
You were disguised. 

Hub, Peace : no more. Adieu ; 

Your uncle must not know but you are dead : 
I Ul fill these dogged spies with false reports. 
And, pretty child, sleep doubtless, and secure. 
That Hubert, for the wealth of all the world, 
Will not offend thee. 

Arth, O heaven ! — I tiiank you, Hubert. 

Hub, Silence ; no more :• Go closely in ^vith me. 
Much danger do I imdergo for thee. [Exeunt 

SCENE ll.-^The same. A Room of State in the 
Palace, 

Enter King John, crowned; Pembroke, Salisbuhy, 
and other Lords. The King takes his State. 

K, John, Here once again we sit, once again crown'd, 
And looked upon, I hope, with cheerful eyes. 

Pern, This once agam, but that your highness pleased, 
Was once superfluous : you were crowned before. 
And that high royalty was ne'er pluck'd off; 
Tlie faiths of men ne'er stained with revolt ; 
Fresh expectation troubled not the land. 
With any long'd-for change, or better state, 

• Tarre. Tooke derives this from a Saxon Trord, meaning 
to exasperate. Others think that it has only reference to the 
custom of exciting terriers— tom«r*. 

VOL. IV. Q 



d by Google 



256 KING JOHN. ZAxrs IT. 

Sal. Theieface, to be possessed with double pomp^ 
To guard a tide" that was rich before, 
To gild refined gold, to paint the lily, 
To throw a perfiune on tne violet, 
To smooth the ice, or add another hue 
Unto the rainbow, or with taper-light 
To seek the beauteous eye of heaven to garnish. 
Is wasteful, and ridiculous excess. 

Pern. But that your royal pleasure must be done^ 
This act is as an ancient tale new told ; 
And, in the last repeating, troublesome. 
Being urged at a time unseasonable. 

Sal, In this, the antique and well-noted face 
Of plain old form is much disfigured ; 
And, like a shifted wind unto a sail. 
It makes the course of thoughts to fetch about } 
Startles and flights consideration ; 
Makes sound opinion sick, and truth suspected. 
For putting on so new a fashioned robe. 

Pern. When workmen strive to do better than wall. 
They do confound their skill in covetousness : 
And, oftentimes, excusing of a fiiult 
Doth make the fault the worse by the excuse ; 
As patches, set upon a little breach, 
Discredit more in hiding of the fault, 
Than did the fault before it was so patched. 

Sal, To this effect^ before you were new-ciown'd. 
We breath'd our counsel : but it pleas'd your highness 
To overbear it ; and we are all well pleas'd. 
Since all and every part of what we would, 
Doth make a stand at what your highness will. 

K, John. Some reasons of this double coronation 
I have possessed you with, and think them strong ; 
And more, more strong (when lesser is my fear), 
I shall indue you with : Meantime, but ask 

» Guard a title. The guard is the border or edging of a 
garment— the boundary, the deftoee i^nst injury.' 
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What you would have reformed that is not well, 
And well shall you perceive how willingly 
I will both hear and grant you your requests. 

Pern. Then I, (as one that am the tongue of these, 
To sound the purposes of all their hearts,) 
Both for myself and them, (but, chief of all, 
Your safety, for the which myself and them 
Bend their best studies,} heartily request 
Th^ enfranchisement of Arthur ; whose restraint 
Doth move the murmuring lips of discontent 
To break into this dangerous argument, — 
If what in rest you have * in right you hold. 
Why, then, your feais (which, as they say, attend 
The steps of wrong) should move you to mew up 
- Your tender kinsman, and to choke his days 
With barbarous ignorance, and deny his youth 
The rich advantage of good exercise * - 
That the timers enemies may not have this 
To grace occasions, let it be our suit. 
That you have bid us ask his liberty ; 
Which for our goods we do no further ask, 
Than whereupon our weal, on you depending, 
Counts it your weal he have his liberty. 
K. John. Let it be so ; I do commit his youtli 

Enter Hubert. 

To your direction. — Hubert, what news with you? 

Pem. This is the man should do the bloody deed ; 
He show'd his warrant to a friend of mine : 
The image of a wicked heinous fault 
Lires in his eye; that close aspect of his 

^ Rest is, we take it, here employed to mean a fixed position. 
From a number of examples given by Reed in his edition of 
Dodsley's *0\A Plays,' we find the same expression constantly 
used in the game of Primero, in which game, as far as we may 
judge, the term seems to imply that the player, at a particular 
point of the game, makes a decided stand upon the chances be 
fancies he has secured. 
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Does show the mood of a much-troubled breast ; 
And I do fearfully believe 't is done 
What we so feared he had a charge to do. 

jSa^. The colour of the king doth come and go 
Between his purpose and his conscience, 
Like heralds 'twixt two dreadful battles set : 
His passion is so ripe it needs must break. 

Pern. And, when it breaks, I fear will issue tlience 
The foul corruption of a sweet child's death, 

jfiC. John. We cannot hold mortality's strong hand : — 
Good lords, although my will to give is living, 
The suit which you demand is gone and dead ; 
He tells us, Arthur is deceas'd to-night 

Sal. Indeed we fear'd liis sickness was past cure. 

Pern. Indeed we heard how near his death he was, 
Before the child himself felt he was sick : 
This must be answer'd, either here, or hence. 

K. John, Why do vou bend such solemn brows on 
me? 
Tliink you I bear the shears of destiny ? 
Have I commandment on llie pulse of life? 

Sal, It is apparent foul -play ; and 't is shame 
That greatness should so grossly offer it : 
So thrive it in your game ! and so farewell. 

Pern. Stay yet, lord Salisbury ; I '11 go with tlice. 
And find the inheritance of this poor child, 
His little kingdom of a forced grave. 
That blood, which ow'd the breadth of all this islei, 
Three foot of it doth hold. Bad world the while I 
This must not be thus borne : this will break out 
To all our sorrows, and ere long, I doubt. [Ex. Lordsi 

K. John. They bum in indignation. I repent. 
There is no sure foundation set on blood ; 
No certain life achieved by others' death. 

Enter a Messenger. 
A fearful eye thou hast. Where is that blood, 
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That I have seen inhabit in those cheeks'? 
So foul a sky clears not without a storm : 
Pour down thy weather : — How goes all in France ? 

Mess. From France to England. — Never such a 
power, 
For any foreign preparation, 
Was levied in the body of a land! 
The copy of your speed is leam'd by them ; 
For, when you should be told they do prepare, 
.The tidings come, that they are all arriv'd. 

K. John. O, where hath our intelligence been drunk 1 
Where hath it slept ? Where is my mother^s care, 
Tliat such an army could be drawn in France, 
And she not hear of it? 

Mess, My liege, her ear 

Is stopped with dust ; the first of April, died 
Your noble mother : And, as I hear, my lord. 
The lady Constance in a frenzy died 
Three days before : but this from rumour^s tongue 
I idly heard ; if true, or false, I know not. 

K. John. Withhold thy speed, dreadful occasion ! 
O, make a league with me, till I have pleased 
My discontented peers ! — ^What! mother dead? 
How wildly then walks my estate in France! — 
Under whose: conduct came those powers of Frafice, 
That thou for truth giv'st out are landed here? 

Mess, Under the dauphin. 

Enter the Bastard atid Peter ©/"Pomfret. 

K. John, Thou hast made me giddy 

With these ill tidings.— Now, what says the world 
To your proceedings? do not seek to stuflf 
My head with more ill news, for it is full. 

Bast. But, if you be afeard to hear the worst, 
Then let the worst, unheard, fall on your head. 

K. John. Bear with me, cousin ; for I was amaz'd 
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Under the tide : but now I bToathe again 
Aloft the flood; and can give audience 
To any tongue, speak it of what it will. 

Boat, How I have sped among the clergymen, 
The sums I have collected shall express. 
But, as I traveird hither through the land, 
I find the people strangely fantasied j 
Possessed with rumours, fail of idle dreams ; 
Not knowing what they fear, but full of fear : 
And here 's a prophet, that I brought with me 
From fortkthe streets of Pomfret, whom I found 
With many hundreds treading on his heels ; 
To whom he sung, in rude h^h-sounding rhymes, 
That^ ere the next Ascension-day at noon, 
Your highness should deliver up your crown. 

K. John, Thou idle dreamer, wherefore didst thou so ? 

Peter, Foreknowing that the truth will fall out lOr 

K. John, Hubert, away with him ; imprison him ; 
And on that day at noon, whereon, he says, 
I shall yield up my crown, let him be banged : 
Deliver him to safety, and return, 
For I must use thee. — O my gentle cousin, 

\^Exit Hubert, with Pbtbr. 
Hear*8t thou the news abroad, who are arrived? 

Bcut The French, my lord ; men's mouths are ftiU 
ofit: 
Besides, I met lord Bigot, and lord Salisbury, 
rWith eyes as red as new-enkindled fire,) 
And others more, going to seek the grave 
Of Artliur, who, they say, is kill'd to-night ' 
On your suggesti(»i. 

K, John. Gentle kinsman, go^ 

And thrust thyself into their companies : - 
I have a way to win their loves again ; j 

Brmg them before me. * i 

Bast I will seek them out 



d by Google 



JSCRMB n.] KING JOHN. S81 

K, John. Nay, but make h&fite: tho better foot 
before. 
O, let me hare no lubject enemies. 
When adverse foreigners affright my towns 
With dreadful pomp of stout invasion 1 
Be Mercury, set feathers to thy heels ; 
And fly like thought, from them to me again. 

Bcut The spirit of the time shall teach me speed. \^Ex, 

K. John. Spoke like a spriteful noble gentleman. 
Go after him ; for he, pexfaaps, shall need 
Some messenger betwixt me and the peers ; 
And be thou he. 

Mesa. With all my hearty my liege. [ExU. 

K. John. Jd.j mother dead ! 

Jte-enUr Hubsrt. 

Hub* Hy lord, they say five moons were seen to-night : 
Four fixed ; and the fifth did whirl about 
The other four, in wondrous motion. 

K. John. Five moons 9 

Hub, Old men, and beldams, in the ttieets 

Do prophesy upon it dangerously : • _ 

Young Arthur s death is common in their mouths : 
And when they talk of him, they shake their heads, 
And whisper one another in the ear ; 
And he tfaiat.speaks doth gripe the hearer^s wrist ; 
Whilst he that hears makes fearful action, 
With wrinkled brows, with nods, with rolling eyes. 
I saw a smith stand with his hammer, thus. 
The whilst his iron did on the anvil cool, 
With open mouth swallowing a tailor^s news; 
Who, with his shears and measure in his hand^ 
Standing on slippers, (which his nimble haste 
Had falsely thrust upon contrary feet,) 
Told of a many thousand warlike French, 
That were embatteled and rank'd in Kent : 
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Another lean unwashed artificer 

Guts off his tale, and talks of Artliur^s death. 

K. John. Why seek^st tiiou to possess me with these 
fears? ~ 
Why urgest thou so oft young Arthur's death i 
Thy hand hath murther'd him : I had a mighty cause 
To wish him dead, but thou hadst none to kill him. 

Httb, None had, my lord] why, did you not provoke 
met 

K, John, It is the curse of kings to be attended 
By slaves that take their humours for a warrant 
To break within the bloody house of life ; 
And, on the winking of authority. 
To understand a law ; to know the meaning ' 
Of dangerous majesty, when, perchance, it Ax)wns 
More upon humour than advised respect. 

Httb, Here is your hand and seal for what I did. 

K. John. O, whm the last account 'twixt heaven and 
earth 
Is to be made, then shall this hand and seal 
Witness against us to damnation ! 
How oft the sight of means to do ill deeds 
Makes ill deeds done ! Hadst not thou been by, 
A fellow by the hand of nature mark'd, 
Quoted, and sign'd, to do a deed of shame, 
This murther had not come into my mind : 
But, taking note of thy abhorred aspect^ 
Finding thee fit for bloody villainy. 
Apt, liable, to be employ'd in danger, 
I faintly broke with thee of Arthur's death ; 
And thou, to be endeared to a king, 
Made it no conscience to destroy a prince. 

Htib. My lord,— 

K. John. Hadst thou but shook thy head, or made a 
pause. 
When I spake darkly what I purposed. 
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Or tum'd an eye of doubt upon my face, 

As bid * me tell myi tale in express wortls, 

Deep shame had struck me dumb, made me break off, 

And those thy fears might have wrought fears in me : 

But thou didst understand me by my signs. 

And didst in signs again parley with sin ; 

Yea, without stop, didst let thy heart consent, 

And, consequently, thy rude hand to act 

The deed, which both our tongues held vile to name. 

Out of my sight, and never see me more ! 

My nobles leave me ; and my state is brav'd, 

Even at my gatfes, with ranks of foreign powers : 

Nay, in the body of this fleshly land, 

This kingdom, this conime of blood and breath, 

Hostility and civil tumult reigns 

Between my conscience and my cousin^s deatli. 

Httb, Aim you against your other enemies, 
I *11 make a peace between your soul and you. 
Yoimg Arthur is alive : This hand of mine 
Is yet a maiden and an innocent hand, 
Not painted with the crimson spots of blood. 
Within this bosom never enter'd yet 
The dreadful motionT of a murtherous thought ; 
And you have slander'd nature in my form, 
Which, howsoever rude exteriorly, 
Is yet the cover of a fairer mind 
Than to be butcher of an innocent child. 

K, John. Doth Arthur live 9 O, haste thee to the peers. 
Throw this report on their incensed rage, 
And make them tame to their obedience ! 
Forgive the comment that my passion made 
Upon thy feature ; for my rage was blind, 
And foul imaginary eyes of blood 
Presented thee more hideous than thou art. 
O, answer not ; but to my closet bring 

" As Mrf— elliptically for as to bid. 
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The angry lords, with all expedient haste : 

I conjure thee but slowly ', run more fast. [Exew9t. 

SCENE III.— 2%e same. Before the Castle, 
Enter Arthur, on the Walls, 

Arth, The wall is high ; and yet will I leap down :— * 
Good ground, be pitiful, and hurt me not I — 
There *s few, or none, do know me ; if fhey did, 
lliis ship-boy's semblance hath disguised me quite. 
I am afraid ; and yet I '11 venture it 
If I get down, and do. not break my limbs, 
I '11 find a thousand shifts to get away : 
As good to die and go, as die and stay. {Leaps down, 
O me ! my nucleus snirit is in these stones ;-^ 
Heaven take my soui, and England keep m^ bones ! 

[Dies. 

ErUer Pbubrokb, SALissrRY, and Bxqot. 

Sal, Lords, I will meet him at Saint Edmund's- 
Bury; 
It is our safety, and we must embrace 
This gentle offer of the perilous time. 

Pern, Who bro^ught that letter from the cardinal % 

Sal. The count Melun, a noble lord of France ; 
Whoae private with me, of the dauphin's love. 
Is much more general than these lines import. 

Big. To-morrow morning let us meet him then. 

Sal, Or rather then set forward : for *t will be 
Two long, days* journey, lords, or e'er we meet* 

Enter the Bastard. 

Bctst, Once more to-day well met, distemper'd lords ! 
The king, by me, requests your presence straight 
Sal. The king ham dispossess d himself of us. 
* Or tf'er w« iMff»— before we Bseei. 
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We will not line hi« thin bestained cloak 
With our pure honours, nor attend the foot 
That leaves the print of blood where'er it walks : 
Return, and tell him so ; we know the worst. 

Bast. Whatever you think, good words, I think, were 
best 

Sal, Oar griefs, and not our manners, reason now. 

Bcist. But there is little reason in your grief; 
Therefore, 't were reason you had manners now. 

Pern. Sir, sir, impatience hath his privilege. 

Bast T is true ; to hurt his master, no man's else. 

Sal. This is. the prison : What is he lies here 9 

[Seeing Arthur. 

Pem. O death, made proud with pure and princely 
beauty ! 
The earth had not a hole to bide this deed. 

Sal. Murther, as hating what himself hath done^ 
Doth lay it open, to urge on revenge. 

Biff. Or, when he doom'd tiiis beauty to a grave, 
Found it too precious-princely for a grave. 

Sal. Sir Richard, what think you f You have beheld,* 
Or have you read, or heard ? or could you think ? 
Or do you almost think, although you see. 
That you do see ? could thought, without this object, 
Form such another ? This is the very top. 
The height, the crest, or crest xmto the crest. 
Of murtiier's arms : this is the bloodiest shame, 
The wildest savagery, the vilest stroke. 
That ever wall-ey'd wrath, or staring ragei, 
Presented to the tears of soft remorse. 

Pem. All murthers past do stand excus'd in this : 
And this so sole, and so unmatchable, 
Shall give a holiness, a purity, 

» You hoM heheld. You see— or have von only read, or 
heard ? Tonr senses must be so startled tnat yon may doubt 
•< yon have beheld.'* 
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To the yet-unbegotten sin of times ; 
And prove a deadly bloodshed but a jest, 
Exampled by this heinous spectacle. 

Bast. It is a damned and a bloody work ; 
The graceless action of a heavy hand, 
If that it be the work of any hand. 

Sal. If tliat it be the work of any hand ? — 
We had a kind of light what would ensue : 
It is the shameful work of Hubert's hand ; 
The practice, and the purpose, of the king : — 
From whose obedience I forbid my soul, 
Kneeling before this ruin of sweet life. 
And breathing to his breathless excellence 
The incense of a vow, a holy vow, 
Never to taste the pleasures of the world, 
Never to be infected with delight. 
Nor conversant with ease and idleness, 
Till I have set a glory to this hand, 
By giving it the worship of revenge. 

Pern., Biff, Our souls religiously confirm thy word?. 

Enter Hubert. 

Htib* Lords, I am hot with'haste in seeking you : 
Arthur doth live ; the king hath sent for you. 

Sal. O, he is bold, and blushes not at death : — 
Avaunt, ihou. hateful villain, get thee gone ! 

Htib. I am no villain. 

Sal. Must I rob the law 1 \pra%oing his sword. 

Bast. Your sword is bright, sir ; put it up again. 

Sal. Not till X sheathe it in a murtherer's skin. 

Huh. Stand back, lord Salisbury, stand back, I say ; 
By heaven, I think, my sword 's as sharp as youra : 
I would not have you, lord, forget yourself. 
Nor tempt the danger of my true defence ; 
Lest I, by marking of your rage, forget 
Your worth, your greatness, and nobility. 
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Big. Out, dunghill ! dar'st thou brave a nobleman ? 

Utbb. Not for my life : but yet I dare defend 
My innocent life against an emperor. 

Sal, Thou art a murtherer. 
• Htib, Do not prove me so j 

Yet, I am none : Whose tongue soe'er speaks false, 
Not truly speaks ; who speaks jpot truly, lies. 

Pern, Cut him to pieces. 

Boat. Keep the peace,*! say. 

Sal, Stand by, or 1 shall gall you, Faulconbridge. 

Bast. Thou wert better gall the devil, Salisbury ; 
If thou but frown on me, or stir thy foo^ 
Or teach thy hasty spleen to do me shame, 
I *11 strike thee dead. Put up thy sword betime ; 
Or I ^11 80 maul you and your toasting-iron. 
That you shall think the devil is come from hell. 

Big. What wilt thou do, renowned Faulconbridge % 
Second a villain and a murtherer % 

Hub, Lord Bigot^ I am none. 

Big. ' Who kiirdtiiis prince 1 

Hub. *T is not an hour since I left him well : 
I honoured him, I lov'd him ; and will weep 
My date of life out, for his sweet life's loss. 

Sal. Trust not those cunning waters of his eyes, 
For villainy is not without such rheum ; 
And he, long traded in it, makes it seem 
Like rivers of remorse and innocency. 
Away, with me, all you whose souls abhor 
Th* uncleanly savoius of a slaughter-house ; 
For I am stifled with this smell of sin. 

Big. AyiAjy toward Bury, to the dauphin there ! 

Pern, There, tell the king, he may inquire us out. 

[Exeuni Lords. 

Ba^t. Here 's a good world ! — Knew you of this fair 
work? 
Beyond tlie infinite and boundless reach 
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Of mercy, if thou didst Hum deed of death, 
Art iJiou damn'd, Hubert, 

Hub. Do but hear me, sir. 

Bast. Ha ! I '11 tell thee what; 
Thou *rt damn'd as black — ^nay, nothing is so black ; 
Thou art more deep damn'd than prince Lucifer : 
There is not yet so ugly a fiend of hell 
As thou shalt be, if thou didst kill this child. 

Sub, Upon my soul, — 

BMt If thou didst but consent 

To this most cruel act^ do but despain 
And, if thou want^st a cord, the smalloBt thread 
That ever spider twisted hmn her womb 
Will serve to strangle thee ; a rush will be 
A beam to hang thee on ; or, wouldst thou drown thyself, 
Put but a little water in a spoon, 
And it shall be, as all the ocean, 
Enough to stifle such a villain up. — 
I do suspect thee very grievously. 

Hub, If I in act, consent, or sin of thought, 
Be guilty of the stealing that sweet breath 
Which was embounded in this beauteous clay, 
Iict hell want uains enough to torture me I 
I left him well. 

Bast. Go, bear him in tfame arms 

I am amazed, methinks } and lose my way 
Among the thorns and dangers of this world.-* 
How easy dost thou take all England up ! 
From forth this morsel of dead royalty, 
The life, the right, and truth of all tiiis real^ 
Is fled to heaven ; and England now is left 
To tug and scamble, and to part by the teeth 
The unow'd interest of proud-swellmg stale. 
Now, for the bare>pick'd bone of majesty 
Doth dogged war bristle his angry crest, 
And sriarleth in the gentle eyes of peace : 
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Now powers from home, and discontents at home, 

Meet in one line ; and vast confusion waits, 

As doth a raven on a sick-fallen beast. 

The imminent decay of wrested pomp. 

Now Iiappy he whose cloak and cincture can 

Hold out tiiis tempest. Bear away that child, 

And follow me with speed ; I ^]1 to the king : 

A thousand businesses are brief in hand. 

And heaven itself doth frown upon the land. [Exeunt, 
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ACT V. 

SCENE I.— rAc same. A Roani in the Palace. 

Enter JCivq John, Pandulph, with the Croxon^ and 
Attendants. 

K John. Thus have I yielded up into your hand 
The circle of my glory. 

Pond. Take again [^Criving John the cromu 

From this my hand, as holding of the pope, 
Your sovereign greatness and authority. 

K. John. Now keep your holy word : go meet tin 
French j 
And from his holiness use all your power 
To stop their marches, 'fore we are inflam'd. 
Our discontented counties » do revolt ; 
Our people quarrel with obedience ; 
Swearing allegiance^ and the love of soul, 
To stranger blood, to foreign royalty. 
This inundation of mistemijer'd humour 
Rests by you only to be qualified. 
Then pause not ; for the present time 's so sick, 
That present mcKlicine must be minister'd. 
Or overthrow incurable ensues. 

Pand. It was my breath that blew tliis tempest up, 
Upon your stubborn usage of the pope ; 
But, since you are a gentle convertite,*» 
My tongue shall Iiush again this storm of war, 
And make fair weather in your blustering land. 
On this Ascension-day, remember well, 

» Cowities— nobles. 
^^^^^^'»,^«»''«'e— convert ; reclaimed to the authority of "holy 
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Upon your oath of service to the pope, 
Go I tx) make the French lay down their anns. [Exit, 
K. John. Is this Ascension-day f Did not the prophet 
Say tbat before Ascension-day at noon, 
My crown I should give off? Even so I have : 
I did suppose it should be on constraint ; 
But, heaven be thank'd, it is but voluntary. 

Enter the Bastard. 

Bast All Kent hath yielded ; notljing there holds out 
But Dover castle ; London hath receiv'd. 
Like a kind host, the dauphin and his powers : 
Your nobles will not hear you, but are gone 
To offer service to your enemy ; 
And wild amazement hurries up and down 
The little number of your doubtful friends. 

IC John. Would not my lords return to me again, 
After, they heard young Arthur was alive ? 

Bast. They found him dead, and cast into the 
streets ; 
An empty casket, where the jewel of life 
By some damned hand was robb'd and ta'en away. 
K. John. That villain Hubert told me he did live^ 
Bast. So, on my soul, he did, for aught he knew. 
But wherefore do you droop ? why look you sad I 
Be great in act, as you have been in thought ; 
Let not the world see fear, and sad distrust, 
Qovem the motion of a kingly eye : 
Be stirring as the time ; be fire with fire ; 
Threaten the threat'ner, and outface the brow 
Of bragging horror : so sliall inferior eyes. 
That borrow their behaviours from the great, 
Grow great by your example, and put on 
The dauntless spirit of resolution. 
Away ; and glister like the god of war. 
When he intendeth to become the field : 
Show boldness and aspiring confidence. 

TOL. IV. R 
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What, shall they seek the lion in his den, 

And fright him there ? and make him tremble iheie f 

O, let it not be said ! — Forage, and run 

To meet displeasure further from the doors } 

And grapple with him, ere he come so uigb. 

K, John, The legate of the pope hath been with me^ 
And I have made a happy peace with him 
And he hath promised to dismiss the powers 
Led by the dauphin. 

Btist O inglorious league ! 

Shall we, upon the footing of our land. 
Send fair-play orders, and make compromise 
Insinuation, parley, and base truce, 
To arms invasive? shall a beardless boy, 
A cocker'd silken wanton, brave our fields. 
And flesh his spirit in a warlike soil, 
Mocking the air with colours idly spread, 
And find no check ? Let us, my liege, to arms : 
Perchance, tlie cardinal cannot make your peace ; 
Or if he do, let it at least be said. 
They saw we had a purpose of defence. 

K. John. Havetliou the ordering of this present time. 

Bast Away then, with good courage; yet I know, 
Our party may well meet a prouder foe. [ExewU, 

SCENE 11.—^ Plain, near St. Edmund's-Bury. 

Enter in arms, Lewis, Salisbury, Meliw, Pkic« 
BROKE, Bigot, attd Soldiers. . 

Leio. My lord Melun, let this be copied out, 
And keep it safe for our remembrance : 
Return the precedent to these lords again; 
That, having our fair order written down. 
Both they, and we, perusing o'er these notesj, 
May know wherefore we took the sacrament, 
And keep our faiths firm and inviolable. 

Sal. Upon our sides it nev^er shall be broken. 
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And, noble dauphin^ albeit we swear 

A voluntary zeal, and unurg'd faith, 

To your proceedings j yel, believe me, prince^ 

I am not glad that such a sore of time 

Should seek a plaster by contemned revolt* 

And heal the mveterate canker of one wound 

By making many. O, it grieves my' soul, 

That I must draw this metal from my side 

To be a widow-maker ; O, and there, 

Where honouxable rescue, and defence. 

Cries out upon the name of Salisbury : 

But such is tlie infection of the time, 

That, for the health and physic of our right. 

We cannot deal but with the very hand 

Of stem injustice and confused wrong. — 

And is 't not pity, O my grieved friends, 

That we, the sons and children of this isle, 

Were bom to see so sad an hour as this : 

Wherein we step after a stranger, march 

Upon her gentle bosom, and fill up 

Her enemies' ranks, (I must witlidraw and weep 

Upon the spot of this enforced cause,) 

To grace the gentry of a land remote. 

And follow unacquainted colours here ? 

What, here? — O nation, that thou couldst remove! 

That Neptune's arms, who clippeth thee about, 

Would bear thee from the knowledge of thyself, 

And grapple thee unto a pagan shore ; 

Where these two Christian armies might combine 

The blood of malice in a vein of league. 

And not to-spend ■ it so unneighbourly ! 

Lew* A noble temper dost thou show in this ; 
And great affections, wrestling in thy bosom. 
Do make an earthquake of nobility. 

*■ To-spend, To is a prpflx, in combioation with tpend t as in 
•Tlie Merry Wives of Windsor,'— 

*' And fairy-like, to-pinch the unclean kniglit.** 
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O, what a noble combat hast tlwu fought 

Between compulsion and a brave respect ! 

Let me wipe oflT this honourable dew, 

That silverly doth progress on thy cheeks : 

My heart hath melted at a lady^s tears, 

Being an ordinary inundation ; 

But this effusion of such manly drops, 

This shower, blown up by tempest of the soul, 

Stai'tles mine eyes, and makes me more amazM 

Than had I seen the vaulty top of heaven 

Figur'd quite o'er with burning meteors. 

Lift up thy brow, renowned Salisbury, 

And with a great heart heave away this stoim : 

Commend these waters to those baby eyes 

Tliat never saw the giant world enrag'd ; 

Nor met with fortune other than at feasts, 

FuU warm of blood, of mirth, of gossiping. 

Come, come ; for thou shalt thrust thy hand as deep 

Into the purse of rich prosperity 

As Lewis himself: — so, nobles, shall you all, 

That knit your sinews to the s^ength of mine. 

Enter Pandulph, attended. 

And even there, methinks, an angel spake : 
Look, where the holy legate comes apace, 
To give us warrant from the hand of heaven ; 
And on our actions set the name of right. 
With holy breath. 

Pand, Hail, noble prince of France! 

The next is this, — ^king John hath reconciVd 
Himself to Rome ; his spirit is come in. 
That so stood out against the holy church, 
The great metropolis and see of Rome : 
Therefore thy threatening colours now wind up, 
And tame the savage spirit of wild war ; 
That^ like a lion foster'd up at hand, 
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It may lie gently at the foot of peace, 
And be no further harmful than in show. 

Lew. Your grace shall pardon me, I will not back ; 
I am too high-bom to be propertied, 
To be a secondary at control. 
Or useful serving-man, and instrument, 
To any sovereign state throughout the world. 
Your breath first kindled the dead coal of wars 
Between this chastised kingdom and myself, 
And brought in matter that should feed this fire ; 
And now *t is far too huge to be blown out 
With that same weak wind which enkindled it. 
You taught me how to know the face of right, 
Acquainted me with interest to this land. 
Yea, thrust this ent^rise into my heart ; 
And come you now to tell me, John hath made 
His peace with Borne % What is that peace to me ? 
I, by the honour of my marriage-bed, - 
After yoiing Arthur, claim this land for mine ; 
And, now it is half-conquer'd, must I back 
Because that John hath made his peace with Rome ? 
Am I Rome's slave ? What penny hath Rome borne, 
What men provided, what munition sent, 
To underprop this action? is 't not I 
That und^go this charge? who else but I, 
And such as to my claim are liable. 
Sweat in this business, and maintain this war ? 
Have I not heard these islanders shout out, 
Vive le roy! as I have bank'd their towns?* 
Have I not here the best cards for the game. 
To win this easy match play'd for a crown? 
And shall I now give o*er the yielded set? 
No, no, on my soul, it never shall be said. 

Pand. You look but on the outside of this wbrk. 

Lew, Outside, or inside, I will not return 

> Bank'd their tOtt;n«.— Probably sail'd along their banks. 
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Till my attempt bo much be glorified 
As to my ample hope was promised 
Before I drenr this gallant head of war, 
And ciiird these fiery spirits from the world. 
To outlook conquest, and to win renown 
Even in the jaws of danger and of death.— 

[Trumpet wunda. 
What lusty trumpet thus doth summon usf 

N Enier the Bastard, attended. 

Bast According to the fair play of the world, * 

Let me have audience. I am sent to speak : 
My holy lord of Milan, from the king 
I come, to learn how you have dealt for him) 
And, as you answer, I do know the jcope 
And warrant limited unto my tongue. 

Pand, The dauphin is too wilful opposite^ 
And will not temporize with my entreaties ; 
He flatly says he 11 not lay down his arms. 

Bast By all the blood that ever fury breathed. 
The youth says well :— Now hear our English king } 
For thus his royalty doth speak in me. 
He is prepar'd ; and reason too, he should : 
This apish and unmannerly approach. 
This hamess'd masque, and unadvised revel. 
This unhair^d*^ sauciness, and boyish troops, 
The king doth smile at ; and is well prepared 
To whip this dwarfish war, these pigmy arm% 
From out the circle of his territories. 
That hand, which had the strength, even at your deor 
To cudgel you, and make you take the hatch ; 
To dive, like buckets, in concealed wells ; 
To crouch in litter of your stable planks ; 
To lie, like pawns, lock'd up in chests and trunks • 
To hug with swine j to seek sweet safety out 

» CTnAair'tf-^uibearded. 
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In vaults and prisons ; and to thril], and shake, 
Even at the crying of your nation's crow, 
Thinking this voice an armed Englishman ;•— 
Shall that victorious hand be feebled here, 
That in your chambers gave you chastisement t 
No : Knour, the gallant monarch is in arms ; 
And like an eagle o*er his aiery towers, 
To souse annoyance that comes near his nest— 
And you degenerate, you ingrate revolts. 
You bloody Neros, ripping up the womb 
Of your dear mother England, blush for shame I 
For your own ladies, and pale-visag'd maids, 
Like Amazons, come tripping after drums ; 
Their thimbles into armed gauntlets change. 
Their neelds to lances, and their gentle hearts 
To fierce and bloody inclination. 

Lew, There end thy brave,* and turn thy face in 
peace; 
We grant thou canst outscold us : fare thee well; 
We hold our time too precious to be spent 
With such a brabbler. 

JPand. Give me leave to speak. 

Bast, No, I will speak. 

Lew, We. will attend to neither :— 

Strike up the drums ; and let the tongue of war 
Plead for our interest, and our being here. 

Bast, Indeed, your drums, being beaten, will cry out| 
And 80 shall you, being beaten : Do but start 
An echo with the clamour of thy drum. 
And even at hand a drum is ready brac'd, 
That shall reverberate all as loud as thine ; 
Sound but another, and another shall, 
As loud as thine, rattle the welkin's ear, 
And mock the deep-mouth'd thunder : for at hand 
(Not trusting to tliis lialting legate here, 
Whom he hath us'd rather for 8]x>rt than need) 
• J9raw— bravado. 
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Is warlike John ; and in bis forehead sits 
A bare-ribb*d death, whose office is this day 
To feast upon whole thousands of the French. 

Xeto. Strike up our drums, to find this danger out. 

Baai. And thou shalt find it, dauphin, do not doubt 

[Exemt, 

SCENE IIL^7%0 SMm. A Field ofBatOe. 

Alarums. Enter King John cmd Hubert. 

JC John. How goes the day with usf O, tell mc^ 

Hubert ' 
Hub. Badly, I fear : How &res your majesty 1 
K. John. This fever, that hath troubled me so loDg, 
Lies heavy on me ; O, my heart is sick ! 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mesa. My lord, your valiant kinsman, Fauloiu^ 
bridge, 
Desires your majesty to leave the field. 
And send him word by me which way you go. 

IL John. Tell him, toward Swinstead, to the abbey 
there. 

Mets. Be of good comfort ; for the great supply, 
That was expected by the dauphin here, 
Are wrack'd three nights ago on Goodwin sands. 
This news was brought to Richard but even now : 
The French fight coldly, and retire themselves. 

K. John. Ah me ! this tyrant fever bums me up, 
And will not let me welcome this good news. 
Set on toward Swinstead : to my litter straight; 
Weakness possesseth me, and I am faint {Exeunt 

SCENE IV.— The same. Another part of the same. 
Enter Salisbury, Pembroke, Biqot, afut otJiers. 
Sal. I did not think the king so stor'd with friends. 
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Pern, Up once again ; put spirit in the French : 
If they miscarry, we miscarry too. 

Sa/. That misbegotten devil, Faulconbridge, 
In spite of spite, alone upholds the day. 
• Fern. They say, king John, sore sick, hath left the 
field. ' 

BiUtr Mblun, vamiidedy and led hy Soldiers. 

Mel, Xiead me to the revolts of England here. 

Sal, Wlien we were happy we had other names. 

Fern. It is the count Melim. 

Sal, Wounded to death. 

Mel. Fly, noble English, you are bought and sold; 
Unthread the rude eye of rebellion, 
And welcome home again discarded faith. 
Seek out king John, and fall before his feet; 
For, if the French be lords of this loud day, 
He means to recompense the pains you take 
By cutting off your heads : Thus hath he swoni. 
And I wi& him, and many more with me. 
Upon the altar at Saint Edmund*s-Bury ; 
Even on tliat altar where we swore to you 
Dear amity and everlasting love. 

Sel, May this be possible t may this be true % 

Mel, Have I not hideous death witliin my view, 
Retaining but a quantity of life 
Which bleeds away, even as a form of wax 
Resolveth from his figure -Against the fire? 
What in the world should make me now deceiy<^ 
Since I must lose the use of all deceit % 
Why should I then be false ; since it is true 
That I must die here, and live hence by truth ? 
I say again, if Lewis do win the day. 
He is foiswom if e'er those eyes of yours 
Behold another day break in the east : 
But even this night, — whose black contagious breath 
Already smokes about the burning crest 
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Of the old, feeble, and day-wearied son, — 
Even this ill night, your breathing shall expire ; 
Paying die fine of rated treachery, 
Even with a treacherous fine of all your lives^ 
If Lewis by your assistance win the day. 
Commend me to one Hubert, with your king ; 
The love of him, — and this respect besides, 
For that my grandsire was an Englishman, — 
Awakes my conscience to confess all this. 
In lieu whereof, I pray you, bear me hence 
From forth the noise and rumour of the field; 
Where I may think the remnant of my thoughts 
In peace^ and part this body and my soul 
. With contemplation and devout desires. 

ScU. We do believe thee, — ^And beshrew my soul 
But I do love the favour and the form 
Of this most fair occasion, by the which 
We will untread the steps of damned flight ; 
And, like a bated and retired flood, 
Leaving our rankness and irregular course, 
Stoop low within those bounds we have o^erlooVd, 
And calmly run on in obedience, 
Even to our ocean, to our great king John. 
My arm shall give thee hdp to bear thee hence ; 
For I do see the cruel pangs of death 
Right in thine eye. — ^Away, my friends ! New flight | 
And happy newness^ that intends old right. 

[Exeunt, leading offMsLUtt* 

SCENE Y.—The same. The French Camp, 
Enter Lewis and his Train, 

Lew. The sun of heaven, methought, was loth to set. 
But stay'd, and made the western welkin blush, 
When the English measur^'d backward their own 
ground^ 
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In faint ndre : O, bravely came we off 
When with a volley of our needless shot, 
After such bloody toil, we bid good night ; 
And wound our tottering colours clearly up^ 
Last in the field, and almost lords of it! 

EnUr a Messenger. 

Mess. Where is my prince, the dauphin f 

Lew. " Here :■— What news ? 

Mess. The count Melun is tlain; the English 
lords, 
By his persuasion, are again fallen off: 
And your supply, which you have wish'd so long, 
Are cast away, and sunk, on Goodwin sands. 

Lew. Ah, fbul shrewd news !— Beshrew thy very 
heart! 
I did not think to be so sad to-night 
As this hath made me. — ^Who was he that said, 
King John did fly an hgur or two before 
The stumbling night did part our weary powers! 

Mess. Whoever spoke it^ it is true^ my lord. 

Lew. Well; keep good quarter and good care to- 
night; 
The day shall not be up so soon as I, 
To try the fair adventure of to-morrow. [Exeunt. 

SCENE yi.^An open Place in the Neighbourhood 
q^Swinstead Abbey. 

Enter tlte Bastard and Hubbrt, meeting. 

Hub. Who *s there f speak, ho! speak quickly, or I 

shoot. 
Bast. A friend.— What art thou f 
Hub. Of the part of England. 

East Whither dost thou go % 
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Hub, What 's that to tbeef 

Why may I not demand of thine affaiis. 
As well as thou of mine? 

Boat. Hubert, I think. 

Hub. Thou hast a perfect thought : 
I will, upon all hazaitls, well believe 
Thou art my friend, that know'st my tongue so well : 
Who art thou I 

Bast, Who thou wilt : an if thou please. 

Thou mayst befriend me so much as to think 
I come one way of the Plantagenets. 

Hub, Unkind remembrance ! thou, and eyeless 

Have done me shame : — Brave soldier, pardon me. 
That any accent, breaking from thy tongue, 
Should 'scape the true acquaintance of mine ear. 

Bast, Come, come; sans compliment, what news 
abroad? 

HiUf, Why, here walk I, in the black brow of 
night, 
To find you out. 

Bast, Brief, then ; and what 's tlie news ? 

Hub, O, my sweet sir, news fitting to the lyght. 
Black, fear£ul, comfortless, and horrible. 

Bast. Show me the very wound of this ill news ; 
I am no woman, I *11 not swoon at it. 

Htib. The king, I fear, is poisoned by a monk : 
I left him almost speechless, and broke out 
To acquaint you with this evil ; that you might 
The better arm you to the sudden time. 
Than if you had at leisure known of this. 

Bast. How did he take it ? who did taste to him t 

HiU>. A monk, I tell you ; a resolved villain, 
Whose bowels suddenly burst out : the king 
Yet speaks, and, peradventure, may recover. 

Bast. Who didst thou leave to tend his majesty f 
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Hub. Why, know you not? the lords are all come 
bacl^ 
And brought prince Henry in their company j 
At whose request the king hath pardon'a them, 
And they are all about his majesty. 

Bast. Withhold thine indignation, mighty hearen, 
And tempt us not to bear above our power ! 
I '11 tell thee, Hubert, half my power this night, 
Passing these flats, are taken by the tide, 
These Lincoln washes have devoured them ; 
Myself, well mounted, hardly have escaped. 
Away, before ! conduct me to the king ; 
I doubt he will be dead, or e'er 1 come. [Exeunt, 

SCENE VII.— 2%« OrcA«r(/ o/Swinstead Abbey. 

EtUer Princb Hbnrt, Salisbury, and BiaoT. 

P. Hen. It is too late ; the life of all his blood 
Is touch'd corruptibly ; and his pure brain 
(Which some suppose ihe soul's irail dwelling-house) 
Doth, by the idle comments that it makes, 
Foretell the ending of mortality. 

Enter Pbubrokb. 

Pern. His highness yet doth speak ; and holds belief, 
That being brought into the open air 
It would allay the burning quality 
Of that fell poison which assaileth him. 

P. Hen. Let him be brought into the orchard here.-— 
Doth he still rage ? [Exit Bigot. 

Pern. He is more patient 

Than when you led him ; even now he sung. 

P. He7i. O vanity of sickness ! tierce extremes, 
In their continuance, will not feel themselves. 
Death, having prey'd upon the outward parts, 
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Leaves them invisible ;* and his Biege is now 
Against the mind, the which he pricks and woimds 
With many Iqgions of strange fantasies ; 
Wliich, in their throng and press to that last bold, 
Confound themselves. *T is strange, that death should 

sing. 
I am the cygnet to this pale faint swan, 
Who chants a doleful hymn to his own death $ 
And, from the organ-pipe of frailty, sings 
His soul and body to their lasting rest. 

Sal. Be of good comfort, prince; for you are bom 
To set a form upon that indigest,^ 
Which he hath left so shapeless and so rude. 

Re-enter Bigot and Attendants, who hrinff in Kino 
John in a Chair, 

K. John. Ay, marry, now my soul hath elbow- 
room; 

It would not out at windows, nor at doors. 

There is so hot a summer in Qiy bosom^ 

That all my bowels crumble up to dust : 

I am a scribbled form, drawn with a pen 

Upon a parchment; and against this fire 

Do I shrmk up. 

P. Hen. How fares your majesty f 

K, John. Poisoned, — ^ill fare; — dead, . fbnook, east 
oflf: 

And none of you will bid the winter come^ 

To thrust his icy fingers in my maw ; 

Nor let my kingdom's rivers take their course 

Through my bum'd bosom ; nor entreat the nortiii 

To make his bleak winds kiss my parched li|)B, 

And comfort me with cold : — I do not ask you much| 

, • Inmible—nnlooked at, disregarded. 

<> /Mf/yest— disordered, indigested, state of affairs. 
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I beg cold comfort ; and you are so strait, 
And 80 ingrateful, you deny me that. 

P. Hen, O, that there were some virtue in my tears, 
Tliat might relieve you ! 

K. John. The salt in them is hot. 

Within me is a hell ; and there the poison 
Is, a%a fiend, confined to tyrannize 
On unreprievable condemned blood. 

Enter the Bastard. 

Bast. O, I am scalded with my violent motion. 
And spleen of speed to see your majesty. 

K. John. O cousin, thou art come to set mine eye : 
The tackle of my heart is crack 'd and burnt ; 
And all the shrouds, wherewith my life should sail^ 
Are turned to one thread, one little hair : 
My heart hath one jpoor string to stay it by, ^ 
Which holds but till thy news be uttered; * 
And then all this thou seest is but a clod, 
And module of confounded royalty. 

Bast. The dauphin is preparing hitherward ; 
Where, Heaven he knows how we shall answer him : 
For, in a night, the best part of my power, 
As I upon advantage did remove^ 
Were in the washes, all unwarily, 
Devoured by the unexpected flood. iThe Kino dies, 

SaL You breathe these dead news in as dead an 
ear. — 
My liege ! my lord ! — But now a king, — now thus. 
- P. Hen, Even so must I nm on, and even so stop. 
What surety of the world, what hope, what stay, 
When tliis was now a king, and now is clay 1 

Bast. Art thou gone so? I do but stay behind 
To do the office for thee of revenge : 
And then my soul shall wait on thee to heaven, 
As it on earth hath been thy servant still. 
Now, now, you stars, that move in your right spheres, 
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Where be your powers} Show now your mended faiths \ 

And instantly return with me again, 

To push destruction, and perpetual shame. 

Out of the weak door of our fainting land : 

Straight let us seek, or straight we shall be sought ; 

The daupliin rages at our very heels. 

SaL It seems you know not then so much as we t 
Tlie cardinal Pandulph is within at res^ ^ 

Who half an hour since came from the dauphiu ; 
And biings from him such ofTecs of our peace 
As we with honour and respect may take. 
With purpose presently to leave this war. 

Bast. He will the rather do it, when he sees 
Ourselves well sinewed to our defence. 

Sal. Nay, it is in a mann^ done already ; 
For many carriages he hath despatched 
To the sea-side, and put his cause and quarrel 
To the disposing of the cardinal. 
With whom yourself, myself, and other lords, 
If you think meet, this aflemoon will post 
To consummate this business happily. 

Bast. Let it be so : — ^And you, my noble prince, 
With other princes that may best be spared, 
Shall wait upon your father's funeral. 

P. Hen, At Worcester must his body be InterrM ; 
For so he will'd it. 

Bast. Tliither shall it then. 

And happily may your sweet self put on 
Tlie lineal state and glory of the land ! 
To whom, with all submisnon, on my knee, 
I do bequeath my faithful services 
And true subjection everlastingly. 

SaL And the like tender of our love we make, 
To rest without a spot for evermore. 

P. Hen. I have a kind soulj that would give yon 
thanks, 
And knows not how to do it, but with tears. 
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B€ut O, let us pay the time but needful woe, 
Since it hath been befor^and with our griefs.— 
This England never did, nor never shall. 
Lie at the proud foot of a conqueror. 
But when it first did help to wound itself. 
Now these her princes are come home again, 
Gome tlie three comers of the world in arms. 
And we sliall shock them : Nought shall make us rue^ 
If England to itself do rest but true. [Exetmt, 
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The first edition wa« published iii 1597, under the 
title of* The Tragedie of King Richard the Second.' 
Four editions in quarto appeared before the folio of 
1623. But all that part of the fourth act in which 
Richard is introduced to make the surrender of his 
crown, comprising one hundred and fifty-four lines, 
was never printed in the age of Elizabeth. The quarto 
of 1608 first gives this scene. That quarto is, with very 
few exceptions, the text of the play as it now stands. 

We scarcely know how to approach this drama, even 
for the purpose of a few remarks upon its characteristics. 
We are almost afraid to trust our own admiration when 
we turn to the cold criticism by which opinion in this 
country has been wont to be governed. We have been 
told that it cannot ^' be said much to affect the passions 
or enlarge the understanding."" * It may be so. And 
yet, we tliink, it might somewhat " affect the pas- 
sions," — for " gorgeous tragedy " hath here put on her 
" scepter'd pall," and if she bring not Terror in her 
train. Pity, at least, claims the sad story for her own. 
And yet it may somewhat " enlarge the imderstand- 
ing,".— for, though it abound not in those sententious 
moralities which may fitly adorn " a theme at school," 
it lays bare ftiore than one humau bosom with a most 
searching anatomy ; and, in the moral and intellectual 
* Johnson. 
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strength and weakness of hUinonity, which it discloses 
with as much precision as the scalpel reveals to the 
student of our physical hatiire the symptoms of health 
or disease, may we read the proximate and final causes 
of this world^s success or loss, safety or danger, honour 
or disgrace, elevation or ruin. And then, moreover, 
the profound truths which, half-hidden to the careless 
reader, are to be drawn out £:om this drama, are con- 
tained in such a splendid irame-work of the picturesque 
and the poetical, that the setthig of the jewel almost 
distracts our attention from the jewel itself. We are 
here plunged into the midst of the fierce passions and 
the gorgeous pageantries of the antique time. We not 
only enter the halls and galleries, where is hung 

" Armoury of the invincible knights of old," 
but we see the beaver closed, and the spear in rest :— 
under those cuirasses are hearts knocking against the 
steel with almost more than mortal rage ; — the banners 
wave, the trumpet sounds — heralds and marshals are 
ready to salute the victor — but the absolute king casts 
down his warder, and the anticipated triumph of one 
proud champion must end in the unmerited disgrace of 
both. The transition is easy from the toiuney to the 
battle-field. A nation must bleed that a subject may 
be avenged. A crown is to be played for, though 
" Tumultuous wars 

Shall kin with kin and kind with kind confound.** 
Tlie luxurious lord, 

" That every day under his household roof 

Did keep ten thousand men,** 
perishes in a dungeon ; — the crafty usurper sits Upon 
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bifl ihr&ne, but it is undermined by the hatreds e^en of 
those who placed him on it. Here is, indeed, '* a king- 
dom for a stage." And has the greatest (^ poets dealt 
witii such a subject without affecting the passions or 
enlacing the understanding? Away with this. We 
' toUl trust our own admiration. 

It is the wonderful subjection of the poetical power to 
the higher law of tmth-r-to the poetical truth, which is 
the highest truth, comprehending and expounding the 
historical truth — which must furnish the clue to the 
proper understanding of the drama of ' Richard II.' It 
appears to us that, when the poet first undertook 

** to ope 
The purple testameut of bleeding war,"— 

to unfold the roll of the causes and consequences of 
that usurpation of the house of Lancaster which plunged 
three or four generations of Englishmen in bloodshed 
and misery — ^he approached the subject with an in- 
flexibility of purpose as totally removed as it was pos- 
sible to be from the levity of a partisan. There were 
to be weighed in one scale the follies,, the weaknesses, 
the crimes of Richard — the injuries of Bolingbroke — 
the insults which the capricious despotism of the king 
had heaped upon his nobles — the exactions under which 
the people groaned — the real merits and the popular 
attributes of him who came to redress and to repair. In 
the other scale were to be placed the afflictions of fallen 
greatness — the revenge and treachery by which the fall 
was produced — the heartburnings and suspicions which 
accompany every great revolution — the struggles for 
power which ensue when the established and legitimate 
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authority is thrust from its seat. — All these phases, per- 
sonal and political, of a deposition and an usurpation, 
Shakspere has exhibited with marrelloos impartiality. 

It is in the same lofty spirit of impartiality which 
governs the general sentiments of this drama that Shak- 
spere has conceived the mixed character of Richard. 
If we compare every account, we mast say that the 
Richard II. of Shakspere is rigidly the true Ricliaid. 
The Yioet is the truest historian in all that belongs to 
the higher attributes of history. But with this surpass- 
ing dramatic truth in the * Richard 11.,^ perhaps, after 
all, the most wonderful thing in tlie whole play — that 
which makes it so exclusively and entirely Shaksperian 
— is the evolvement of the truth under the poetical 
form. The character of Richard, especially, is entirely 
subordinated to the poetical conception of it — to some- 
thing higher than the historical propriety, yet including 
all that historical propriety, and calling it forth under 
the most striking aspects. All the vacillations and 
weaknesses of the king, in the hands of an artist like 
Shakspere, are reproduced witli the most natural and 
vivid colours ; so as to display their own cliaracteristic 
effects, in combination with the principle of poetical 
beauty, which carries them into a higher region than the 
perfect command over the elements of strong indivi* 
daalization could alone produce. 
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Kino Richard II. 

Appears, Act I. sc. 1 ; sc. 3; sc. 4. Act II. sc. 1. Act III. so. 2 ; 

8C. 3. Act IV. 8C. 1 . Act V. sc. 1 ; sc. 5. 

Edmund of Lanoley, Duke of York ; uncle to the 

King. 

Appears, Act II. ac. 1 ; sc. 2; sc. 3. Act III. sc. 1 ; sc. 3. 

Act' IV. sc. 1. Act V. sc. 2; sc. 3 ; ac. 6. 

John of Gaunt, Duke of Lancaster i uncle to the 

King. 

Appears, Act I. sc. I ; sc. 2 ; sc. 3. Act II. sc. 1. 

Hbnry, aumamed Bolinobroke, Duke of Herefordy 

son to John of G^tint ; aftervsards King Henry IV. 

Appears, Act I. sc. 1 ; sc. 3. Act II. sc. 3. Act III. sc. 1 ; sc. 3. 

Act IV. 8c. 1. Act V. sc. 3 ; sc. 6. 

DuKB OF AuMERLE, SOU to the Duke of York. 

Appears, Act I. sc. 3 ; sc. 4. Act II. sc. 1. Act III. so. S ; sc. 3. 

Act IV. sc. 1. Act V. sc. 2 ; sc. 3. 

Mowbray, Duke of Norfolk. 
Appears, Act I. sc. 1 ; sc. 3. 

DuxE OF Surrey. 
Appears, Act IV. sc. 1. 

Earl of Salisbury. 
Appears, Act II. sc. 4. Act III. sc. 2 ; sc. 3. 

Earl Berkley. 
Appears, Act II. sc. 8. 

Bushy, a creature to King Richard. 
Appears, Act I. sc. 4. Act II. sc. 1; sc. 2. Act III. ac. 1. 

Bagot, a creature to King Richard. 
Appears, Act I. sc. 4. Act II. sc. I ; sc. 2. Act IV. sc. 1. 

Green, a creature to King Richard. 
Appears, Act I. sc. 4. Act II. sc. 1 ; sc. 2. Act III. sc. 1. 
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Earl ov Northumberland. 

Appears, Act II. ae. 1 ; sc. 3. Act III. so. 1 ; sc. 3. Act IV. 

sc. 1. Act V. ae. 1 ; sc. 6. 

Henry Percy, son to the Earl of Northumberland. 

Appears, Act 11. fc, 3. Act III. sc. 1 ; sc. 3. Act IV. sc. 1. 

Act V. sc. 3 ; sc. 6. 

Lord Ross. 
Appears, Act II. le. 1 ; so. 8. Act III. sc. 1. 

Lord Willouqhby. 
Appears, Act II. sc. 1 ; ac. 3. Act III. sc. 1. 

Lord Fitzwater. 
Appears, Act IV. sc. 1. Act V. sc. 6. 

Bishop op Carlisle. 
Appears, Act III. sc. 9 ; sc. 3. Act IV. sc. 1. Act V. sc. C 

Abbot op Westminster. 
Appears, Act IV. ae. 1. 

Lord Marshal; and another Jjatd. 
Appear, Act I. sc. 8. 

Sir Pierce op Exton. 

Appears, Act V. ac. 4 ; ac. ft ; sc. 6. 

Sir Stephen Scroop. 

Appears, Act III. sc S; sc. 3. 

Captain of a band of Welchmen. 

Appears, Act II. sc. 4. 

. Queen to King Richard. 

Appears, Act II. sc. 1 ; sc. 2. Act III. se. 4. Act V. sc. 1. 

Duchess op Glostbr. 

Appears, Act I. sc. 2, 

Duchbbs op York. 

Appears, Act V. sc. S ; se. 8. 

Lady attending on the Queen. 

Appears^ Act III. so. 4. 

Lordsy Heralds, Officers, Soldiers, Ttoo Gardeners, 
Keeper, Messenger, Groom, and other attendants. 

SCENE, — Dispbrsedly in England and Wales. 
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ACT I. 

SCENE I.— London. A Boom in the Palace. 

Enter King Richard, attended; John of Gaunt, 
and other Nobles, toWh him. 

K. Rich. Old John of Gaunt, time-honour'd Lan« 
caster. 
Hast thou, according to thy oath and band,* 
Brought hither Henry Hereford,^ thy bold son ; 
Here to make good the boisterous late appeal, 
Whioh then our leisure would not let us near. 
Against the Duke of Norfolk, Thomas Mowbray f 

Gaunt. I have, my liege. 

K. Rich. Tell me, moreover, hast thou sounded him, 
If he appeal the duke on ancient malice ; 
Or worthily, as a good subject should, 
On some known ground of treachery in him 1 

Gatmt. As near as I could sift him on that argu- 
ment, 
On some apparent danger seen in him, 

^ Band. Band and bond are. each the past pariici]ple passive 
of the verb to bind; and hence the band, that by which a Ihmg 
is confined, and the bmd, iliat by which one la constrained, are 
one and the same thing. 

<> Hereford. In the old copies this title is invariably spelt 
and pronounced Herford. In Hardynge's * Chronicle * the word 
is always written Herford or Harford. It is constantly Herford, 
as a dissyllable, in Daniel's ' Civile Warres.* 
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Aim'd at your highness,—- no inveterate malice. 
K. Rich. Then call them to our presence ; face to 
face, 
And frowning brow to brow, ourselves will hear 
The accuser, and the accused, freely speak : — 

[Exeunt srnne Attendants. 
High-stomach'd are they both, and full of ire. 
In rage deaf as the sea, hasty as fiie. 

Re-enter Attendants, xoith Bolikobroke and 
Norfolk. 

Boling, Many years of happy days befal 
My gracious sovereign, my most loving liege ! 

Nor. Each day still better other's happiness ; 
Until the heavens, envying earth's good hap. 
Add an immortal title to yoiur crown ! 

K. Rich. We thank you both : yet one bat flatters us^ 
As well appeareth by the cause you come;* 
Namely, to appeal each other of high treason. — 
Cousin of Hereford, what dost thou object 
Against the Duke of Norfolk, Thomas Mowbray ? 

Boling. First, (Heaven be the record to my speech !) 
In the devotion of a subject's love. 
Tendering the precious safety of my prince. 
And free from other misbegotten hate, 
Gome I appellant to this princely presence. 
Now, Tliomas Mowbray, do I turn to thee. 
And mark my greeting well ; for what I speak 
My body shall make good u}x>n t^^s earth. 
Or my divine soul answer it in heaven. 
Thou art a traitor, and a miscreant ; 
Too good to be so, and too bad to live ; 
Since the more fair and crystal is the sky. 
The uglier seem the clouds that in it fly. . 
Once more, the more to aggravate the note. 
With a foul traitor's name stuff I thy throat ; 

■ You come. On which you come ; or you come on. 
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And wish (so please my sovereign^ ere I move, 
VVliat my tongue s^ieaks, my rignt-drawn sword may 
prove. 

Nor, Let not my cold words here accuse my zeal : 
^T is not the trial of a woman's war, 
The bitter clamour of two eager tongues, 
Can arbitrate this cause betwixt us twain : 
The blood is hot that must be cool'd for this. 
Yet can I not of such tame patience boast, 
As to be hushed, and nought at all to say : 
First, the fair reverence of your highness curbs me 
From giving reins and spurs to my free speech ; 
Wliich else would post, until it had returned 
These terms of treason doubled down his throat. 
Setting aside his high blood's royalty. 
And let him be no kinsman to my liege, 
I do defy him, and' I spit at him ; 
Call him a slanderous coward, and a villain : 
Which to maintain, I would allow him odds ; 
And meet him, were I tied to nm a-foot 
Even to the frozen ridges of the Alps, 
Or any other ground inhabitable ^ 
Wherever Englishman durst set his foot. 
Meantime, let this defend my loyalty, — 
By all my hopes, most falsely doth he lie. 

Boling. Pale trembling coward, there I throw my gage^ 
Disclaiming here the kindred of the king ; 
And lay aside my high blood's royalty. 
Which fear, not reverence^ makes thee to except : 
If guilty dread hath left tiiee so much strength, 
As to take up mine honour's pawn, then stoop ; 
By that, and all the rites of knighthood else, 
Will I make good against thee, arm to arm, 
What I have spoke, or thou canst worse devise. 

• JnAflit7a*te— uninhabitable, unhabitable. Jonson also 
uses the word in this sense, strictly according to its Latin 
derivation. 
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Nor. I take it up ; and by that sword I swear, 
Which gently laid my knighthood on my shoulder, 
I '11 answer thee in any fair degiee, 
Or chivalrous design of knightly trial : 
And, when I mount, alive may I not light, 
If I be traitor, or unjustly fight 1 

K, Rich. What doth our cousin lay to Mowbwy's 
charge? 
It must be great, that can inherit us ^ 
So much as of a thought of ill in him. 

Boling. Look, whatlsaid my life shall prove it true;— 
That Mowbray hath received eight thousand nobles, 
In name of lendings, for your highness^ soldiers ; 
The which he hath detained for lewd^ employments, 
Like a false traitor and injiuious villain. 
Besides I say, and will in battle prove, — 
Or here, or elsewhere, to the furthest verge 
That ever was survey 'd by English eye^ — 
That all the treasons, for these eighteen years 
Complotted and contrived in this land, 
Fetch'd from falfce Mowbray their first head and spring' 
Further I say, — and further will maintain 
Upon his bad life, to make all this good, — 
That he did plot the duke of Gloster's death ; 
Suggest ^^ his soon-believing adversaries ; 
And, consequently, like a traitor cowani, 
Sluiced out nis innocent soul through streams of Uood t 
Which blood, like sacrificing AbeFs, cries, 
Even from the tongueless caverns of Uie earti). 
To me for justice and rough chastisement ; 
And, by the glorious watHh of my descent. 
This arm shall do it, or this life be spent. 

» Inherit us. To inherit Was not only used ia the sense of 
to inherit as an heir, hut in that of to receive generally. It is 
here used for to came to receive, 

^ Lewd, in its early signification, means misled, deluded; 
and thence it came to stand, as here, for wicked. 

e /S^pe5^-prompt. 
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K, Rich. "Bow high a pitch his resolution soan ! — 
Thomas of Norfolk, what say'st thou to this 9 

Nor. O, let my sovereign turn away his face, 
And bid lus ears a little while be deaf, 
Till I have told this slander of his blood, 
How GKxi, and good men, hate so foul a liar. 

K. Rich' Mowbray, impartial are our ey^ and ears : 
Were he my brother, nay, our kingdom^s heir, 
(As he is but my father's brother's son,) 
Now by my sceptre's awe I make a vow, 
Such neighbour nearness to our sacred blood 
Should nothing privilege him, nor partialize 
The imstooping firmness of my upnght soul : 
He is our subject, Mowbray; so art thou ; 
Free speech, and fearless, I to thee allow. 

Nor. Then, Bolingbroke, as low as to thy heart, 
Through the false passage of thy throat, thou liest ! 
Three parts of that receipt I had for Calais 
Disburs'd I duly to his highness' soldiers : 
The other part reserv'd I by consent ; 
For that my sovereign liege was in my debt,* 
Upon remainder of a dear account, 
Smce last I went to France to fetch his queen: 
Now swallow down that lie« — For Glo6ter*8 death,-— 
I slew him not ; but to my own disgrace^ 
Neglected my sworn duty in that case. 
For you, my n(d)le lord of Lancaster^ 
The honourable father to my foe. 
Once I did lay an ambush fi» your life, 
A trespass that doth vex my grieved soul : 
But, ere I last receiv'd the sacrament, 
I did confess it ; and exactly begg'd 
Your grace's pardon, and, I hope, I had it 
This is my fault : As for the rest ai)peal*d. 
It issuei from the rancour of a villain, 
A recreant and most degenerate traitor : 
Which in myself I boldly will defend ; 
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And interchangeably hurl down my gage 

Upon this overweening traitor^s foot, 

To prove myself a loyal gentleman 

Even in the best blood cluimber'd in his boBom : 

In haste whereof, most heartily I pray 

Your highness to assign our trial day. 

K. Rich. Wrath-kuidled gentlemen, be ruVd by me; 
Let 's purge this choler without letting blood : 
This we prescribe, though no physician ; 
Deep malice makes too deep incision : 
Forget, forgive ; conclude, and be agreed ; 
Our doctors say, this is no month to bleed. 
Good uncle, let this end where it begun; 
We 'U calm the duke of Norfolk, you your son. 

Gaunt. To be a make-peace sbeill become my age : — 
Throw down, my son, the duke of Norfolk's gage. 

K. Rich, And, Norfolk, throw down his. 

Gaunt. When, Harry % when % • 

Obedience bids, I should not bid again. 

K. Rich. Norfolk, throw down, we bid ; there is no 
*boot,^ 

Nor. Myself I throw, dread sovereign, at thy foot : 
My life thou shalt command, but not my shame : 
Tlie one my duty owes ; but my fair nam^ 
(Despite of death,) that lives upon my grave. 
To dark dishonour's use thou shalt not have. 
I am disgraced, impeached, and baffled here ; 
Pierc'd to the soul with slander's venom'd spear ; 
The which no balm can cure, but his heart-blood 
Which breath'd this poison. 

K. Rich. Rage must be withstood : 

Give me his gage : — Lions make leopards tame." 

^ TFhetit BO used, is an expression of impatience. 

^ Boot is here used in its original tense of compeBsatiDa. 
Tliere is no boot, no remedy for what is past,— nothing to be 
added, or substituted. 

« Lion* make leopards tame. The crest of Norfolk was a 
golden leopard. 
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Nor, Yea, but not change his ^ spots take but my 
shame, 

And I resign my gage. My dear dear lord, 

The purest treasure mortal times afford 

Is spotless reputation ; that away. 

Men are but gilded loam, or painted clay. « 

A jewel in a ten-times-barr'd-up chest 

Is a bold spirit in a loyal breast. 

Mine honour is my life ; both grow in one ; 

Take honour from me, and my life is done : 

Then, dear my liege, mine honour let me try ; 

In that I live, and for that will I die. 

K. Rich. Cousin, throw down your gage; do you 

begin. 
Boling. O, heaven defend my soul from such foul 
sin! 

Shall I seem crest-Mien in my father's sight? 

Or with pale beggar fear impeach my height 

Before this outdared dastard? Ere my tongue 

Shall wound mine honour with such feeble wrong, 

Or sound so base a parle, my teeth shall tear 

The slavish motive of recanting fear ; 

And spit it bleeding, in his high disgrace. 

Where shame doth harbour, even in Mowbray's face. 

[Exit Gaunt. 
Jf. Rich, We were not bom to sue, but to com- 
mand: 

Which since we cannot do to make you friends. 

Be ready, as your lives shall answer it. 

At Coventry, upon Saint Lambert,*8 day ; 

There shall your swords and lances arbitrate 

The swelling difleience of your settled hate ; 

• Si» spoia. So the old copies. According to the custom in 
ShoiEspere's time of changing flrom the singular to the plural 
number, or ft-om the plural to the singular, the alteratbn to 
their in modem copies was scarcely called for. But in this caso 
Mowbray quotes the very text of Scripture— Jer. xiii. 23. 
VOL. IT. T 
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Since we cannot atone you," you shall see 

Justice design ^ the victor's chivalry. 

Lord marshal, command our officers at arms 

Be ready to direct these home-alarms. [Exeunt 

SGENB: II.— London- A Room in the Duke of 
Lancaster's Palace. 



Gaunt, Alas ! the part ^ I had in Gloster's blood 
Doth more solicit me than your exclaims, 
To stir against the butchers of his life. 
But since correction lieth in those hands 
Which made the fault that we cannot correct, 
Put we our quarrel to the will of Heaven ; 
Who, when he sees the hours ripe on earth. 
Will rain hot vengeance on offenders' heads. 

Duch. Finds brotherhood in thee no sharper spur ? 
Hath love in thy old blood no living fire f 
Edward's seven sons, whereof thyself art one, 
Were as seven phials of his sacred blood, . I 

Or seven fair branches springing from one root : 
Some of those seven are dried by nature's course, i 

Some of those branches by the destinies cut : i 

But Thomas, my dear lord, my life;, my Gloster, — I 

One phial fall of Edward's sacred blood. 
One flourishing branch of his most royal roof^ 
Is crack'd, and all the precious liquor spilt ; 
Is hack'd down, and his summer leaves all vaded,<^ 
By envy's hand, and murther's bloody axe. 
Ah, Gaimt! his blood was thine ; that bed, that womb, 
That mettl^ that self-mould, that fashion'd thee, 

* Atone you — make you in concord^cause you to be at one, 
*» Dcsijpi— designate — ^point out— exhibit — show by a token. 
« T^e part I had, &c. My consanguinity to Qloster. 

* Vaded. FaJd seems to have a stronger sense than to ^<f0, 
although fade was often written vade. 
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Made him a man ; and though thou liv*8t and breath^st, 

Yet art thou slain in him : Sion dost consent 

In some large measure to thy father's death. 

In that thou seest thy wretched brother die, 

Who was the model of thy father's life. 

Call it not patience, Gaunt^ it is despair ; 

In suffering thus thy brother to be slaughter'd, 

Thou show'st the naked pathway to thy life, 

Teaching stem murther how to butcher thee : 

That which in mean men we entitle patience 

Is pale cold cowardice in noble breasts. 

What shall I say ? to safeguard thine own life, 

The best way is to Venge my Gloster's death. 

Gaunt Heaven's is the quarrel ; for heaven's sub- 
stitute, 
His deputy anointed in his sight, 
Hath caus'd his death : the which if wrongfully. 
Let heaven revenge; for I may never lift 
An angry arm against his minister. 

Duch. Where then, alas I may I complain myself?* 

Gaunt, To heaven, the widow's champion and de- 
fence. 

Duch. Why then, I will. Farewell, old Gaunt 
Thou go'st to Coventry, there to behold 
Our cousin Hereford and fell Mowbray fight : 
O, sit my husband's wrongs on Hereford's spear. 
That it may enter butcher Mowbray's breast ! 
Or, if misfortune miss the first career, 
Be Mowbray's sins so heavy in his bosom, 
That they may break his foaming courser's back, 
And throw the rider headlong in the lists, 
A caitiff** recreant to my cousin Hereford ! 

" Complain myself. The verb is here the same as the French 
verb nplaindre. 

^ Cait^, TlIm original meaning of this word was, a prisoner. 
As the captive anciently became a slave, the word gradually 
came to indicate a man in a servile condition — a mean creatiire 
— a dishonest person. 
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Farewell, old Gaunt ; thy sometimes brother's wife 
With her companion grief must end her life. 

Gauni. Sister, farewell : I must to Coventry : 
As much good stay with thee, as go witli me ! 

Dtich, Yet one word more ; — Grief boundeth where 
it falls, 
Not with the empty hoUowness, but weight : 
I take my leave before I have begun ; 
For sorrow ends not when it seemeth done. 
Commend me to my brother, Edmund York. 
Lo, this is all : — Nay, yet depart not so ; 
Though this be all, do not so quickly go ; 
I shall remember more. Bid him — O, what ?— 
With all good speed at Plashy visit me. 
Alack, and what shall good old York there see, 
But empty lodgings and unfurnished walls, 
Unpeopled offices, untrodden stones 1 
And what cheer there for welcome but my groans 1 
Therefore commend me ; let him not come there, 
To seek out sorrow that dwells everywhere : 
Desolate, desolate, will I hence, and die ; 
The last leave of thee takes my weeping eye. [Exeuni, 



SCENE III.— 'Open Space near Coventry. 

Lieta set out, and a Throne. Heralds, ^fc, attending. 

Enter the Lord Mabshal and Auherle. 

Mar, My lord Aumerle, is Harry Hereford arm'd 1 

Aum, Yea, at all points ; and longs to enter in. 

Mar. The duke of Norfolk, sprighfiully and bold, 
Stays but the summons of the appellant's trumpet. 

Aum. Why, then the champions are prepar'd, and 
stay 
For nothing but his majesty's approach. 
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FlouiHsk of trumpets. Enter Kinq Richard, who 
takes his seat on his throne ; Gaunt, and several 
Noblemen, tcho take tlieir places, A trumpet is 
sounded^ and answered by another trumpet within. 
Then etiter Norfolk, wi armour, preceded by a 
Herald. 

K, Rich, Marshal, demand of yonder champion 
The cause of his arrival here in arms : 
Ask him his name ; and orderly proceed 
To swear him in the justice of his cause. 

Mar. In Crod's name and the king's, say who thou art, 
And why thou com'st thus knightly clad in arms : 
Against what man thou com'st, and what 's thy quarrel*; 
Speak truly, on thy knighthood, and thine oatii ; 
As so defend thee heaven, and thy valour ! 

Nor, My name is Thomas Mowbray, duke of Norfolk ; 
Who hither come engaged by my oath, 
(Which heaven defend a knight should violate !) 
Both to defend my loyalty and truth 
To God, my king, and his succeeding issue. 
Against the duke of Hereford that appeals me ; 
And, by the grace of Grod, and this mine arm. 
To prove him, in defending of myself, 
A traitor to my Gk)d, my king, and me : 
And, as I truly fight, defend me heaven ! 

[jBfe takes his seat. 

Trumpet sounds. Enter Bolingbroke, in armour, 
preceded by a Herald. 

K. Rich, Marshal, ask yonder knight in arms, 
Both who he is, and why he cometh hither 
Thus j)lated in habiliments of war ; 
And formally according to our law 
Depose him in the justice of his cause. 

Mar. What is thy name? and wherefore com'st thou 
hither, 
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Before king Richard, in hia royal lists f 

Against whom comest thouf and what *8 thy quarrel? 

Speak like a true knight, so defend thee heaven ! 

Bolmg, Harry of Hereford, Lancaster, and Deiby, 
Am I ; who ready here do stand in arms, 
To prove, by heaven's grace, and my body's valour, 
In lists, on Thomas Mowbray dv^e of Norfolk, 
That he *8 a traitor, foul and dangerous, 
To God of heaven, king Richard, and to me; 
And, as I truly fight, defend me heaven ! 

Mar, On pain of death, no person be so bold, 
Or daring-hardy, as to touch (he lists, 
Except the marshal, and such officers 
Appomted to direct these fair designs. 

Boling. Lord marshal, let me kiss my sovereign's 
hand, 
And bow my knee before his majesty : 
For Mowbray and myself are like two men 
That vow a long and weary pilgrimage ; 
Then let us take a ceremonious leave, 
And loving farewell, of our several friends. 

Mar, The appellant in all duty greets your highness, 
And craves to kiss your hand, and take his leave. 

K, Rich. We will descend, and fold him in our arms. 
Cousin of Hereford, as thy cause is right, 
So be thy fortune in this royal fight ! 
Farewell, my blood ; which if to-day ihou shed. 
Lament we may, but not revenge thee dead. 

Boling, O, let no noble eye profane a tear 
For me, if I be gor'd with Mowbray's spear; 
As confident as is the falcon's flight 
Against a bird do I with Mowbray fight. 
My loving lord, \to Lord Mabshai^ I take my leave 

of you; 
Of you, my noble cousin, lord Aumerle >— 
Not sick, although I have to do with dealii; 
But lusty, young, and cheerly drawing breath. 
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Lo, as at English feasts, so I regreet 

The daintiest last, to make the end most sweet : 

O thou, the earthly author of my blood, — [To Gaunt. 

Whose youthful spirit, in me regenerate. 

Doth with a two-fold vigour lift me up 

To reach at victory above my head, — 

And proof imto mine armour with thy prayers ; 

And with thy blessings steel my lance's point, 

That it may enter Mowbray's waxen coat,* 

And furnish new the name of John of Gaunt, 

Even in the lusty 'haviour of his son. 

Gaunt. Heaven in thy good cause make thee pros- 
prous! 
Be swift like lightning in the execution ; 
And let thy blows, doubly redoubled. 
Fall like amazing thunder on the casque 
Of thy adverse pernicious enemy : 
Rouse up thy youthful blood, be valiant and live. 

Bolinff. Mine innocency, and saint George to thrive 
[He takes his seat* 

Nor, [Risinff."] However heaven, or fortune, ca^t my 
lot. 
There lives, or dies, true to king Richard's throne, 
A loyal, just, and upright gentleman : 
Never did captive with a freer heart 
Cast off his chains of bondage, and embrace 
His golden uncontrolled enfranchisement. 
More than my dancing soul doth celebrate 
This feast of battle wi3i mine adversary. 
Most mighty liege, and my companion peers, 
Take from my mouth the wish of happy years : 
As gentle and as jocund, as to jest,^ 
Go I to fight ; Truth hath a quiet breast. 

» Waxen coat, Mowbray's waxen coat, into which Boling- 
broke*8 lance's point may enter, is his ftrall and penetrable 
coat, or armour. 

b To jeatt in the sense in which Mowbray here tises it, is to 
play a part in a mask. 
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K. Mich. Farewell, my lord : securel j I espy 
Virtue with valour couched in thine eye. 
Order the trial, marshal, and begin. 

[^The King and the Lords return to their seati. 
Mar. Harry of Hereford, lAncaster, and Derby, 
Receive thy lance; and 6od defend thy right! 

BoUng, [iZmti^.] Strong as a tower in hope, I cry— 

amen. 
Mar, Go bear this lance [to an Officer] to Thomas, 
duke of Noifolk. 

1 Her, Harry of Hereford, Lancaster, and Derby, 
Stands here for God, his sovereign, and himself, 

On pain to be foim4 £sLlse and recreant, 

To prove the duke of Norfolk, Thomas Mowbray, 

A traitor to his God, his king, and him. 

And dares him to set forward to the fight. • 

2 Her, Here standeth Thomas Mowbray, duke of 

. Norfolk, 
On pain to be found false and recreant, 
Botn to defend himself, and to approve 
Henry of Hereford, Lancaster, and Derby, 
To Gtxl, his sovereign, and to him, disloyal ; 
Courageously, and with a free desire^ 
Attending but the signal to begin. 

Mar, Sound, trumpets ; and set forward, combatants. 
[A charge sounded. 
Stay, the king hath thrown his warder * down. 

K, Rich, Let them lay by their helmets and their 
spears, 
And both return back to their chairs again : 
Withdraw with us : and let the trumpets sound, 
While we return these dukes what we decree. — 

[A hngflourith. 
Draw near, [To tJie Comhatanta, 

And list, what with our council we have done. 
For that our kingdom's earth should not be soil'd 

■ /harder— the truncheon, or staff of command. 



d by Google 



ScKNX III.] KING RICHARD It. 311 

With that dear blood which it hath fostered ; 

And for our eyes do hate the dire aspect 

Of civil wounds ploughed up, with neighbours* swords ; 

[And for we think the eagle-winged pride 

Of sky -aspiring and ambitioas tliougnts, 

With rival-hating envy, set on you 

To wake our peace, which in our country^s cradle 

Draws the sweet infant breath of gentle sleep ;] 

Which so roused up with boisterous untim^d drums, 

With harsh resounding trumpets' dreadful bray, 

And grating shock of wrathful iron arms, 

Might froth our quiet confines fright fair peace, 

And make us wade even in our kindred's blood ;— 

Therefore, we banish you our territories : 

You, cousin Hereford^ upon pain of death, 

Till twice five summers have enrich'd our fields, 

Shall not regreet our fair dominions, 

But tread the stranger paths of banishment. 

Boling. Your will be done : This must my comfort be 
That sun that warms you here, shall shine on me ; 
And those his golden beams, to you here lent, 
Shall point on me, and gild my banishment. 

K. Rick. Norfolk, for thee remains a heavier doom, 
Which I with some unwillingness pronounce : 
The sly slow hours shall not determuiate 
The dateless limit of thy dear» exile ; — 

" Dear exile. The manner in which Shakspere uses the word 
dear often presents a difficulty to tl»e modem reader. Twenty- 
five lines before this we have the '* dear blood " of the kingdom 
—the valued blood. We have now the ** dear exile" of Nor- 
folk—the harmful exile. To dere, the old Ensflish verb, from 
the Anglo-Saxon der-ian, is to hurt, — ^to do mischief; and thence 
dearth, meaning, which hurteth, dereth^ or maketh dear. In 
t1i« expression dear exile we have the primitive meaning of to 
dere. But in the other expression, dear bloody we have the 
secondary meaning. One of the most painful consequences of 
mischief on a large scale, such as the mischief of a l>ad season, 
was dearth. What was spared was thence called dear — ^precious 
—costly — ^greatly coveted— liighly prized. 
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The hopeless word of, never to return, 
Breathe I against thee, upon pain of life. 

Nor. A heavy sentence, my most sovereign liege. 
And all unlook*d for ftom your highness^ mouth : 
A dearer merits* not so deep a maim 
As to be cast forth in the common air. 
Have I deserved at your highness* hands. 
The language I have leam'd these forty years. 
My native English, now I must forego : 
And now my tongue's use is to me no more 
Than an unstringed viol, or a haro; 
Or like a cunning instrument cas d up^ 
Or, being open, put into his hands 
That knows no touch to tune the harmony. 
Within my mouth you have engaol'd my tongue, 
Doubly portcullis*d with my tekh and lips \ 
And dull, unfeeling, barren ignorance 
Is made my gaoler to attend on me. 
I am too old to fawn upon a nurse, 
Too far in years to be a pupil now ; 
What is thy sentence, then, but speechless death, 
Which robs my tongue from breathing native breath f 

iC. Rich. It boots thee not to be compassionate ;^ 
After our sentence plaining comes too late. 

Nor. Then thus I turn me from my country's light, 
To dwell in solemn shades of endless night. [Retiring. 

K. Rich. Return again, and take an oath with thee. 
Lay on our royal sword your banished hands ; 
Swear by the duty that you owe to heaven, 
(Our part therein we banish with yourselves,) 
To keep the oath that we administer : — 
You never shall (so help you truth and heaven !) 
Embrace each other's love in banishment; 
Nor ever look upon each other's face ; 
Nor ever write, regreet, or reconcile 

• Jftfrtt— -reward. 
>* GMn|Nintonaiv~in the sense of ooa^lambi§. 
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This lowering tempest of your home-bred hate j 
Nor ever by advued -purpose meet 
To plot, contrive, or complot any ill 
'Gainst lis, our state, our subjects, or our land. 

BoUng. I swear. 

Nor, And I, to keep all this. 

BoUng, Norfolk, — so far as to mine enemy j— 
By this time, had the king permitted us, 
One of our souls had wandered in the air, 
BanishM this frail sepulchre of our flesh, 
As now our flesh is mmish'd from this land : 
Confess thy treasons ere thou fly this realm ; 
Since thou hast &r to %o, bear not along 
The clogging burthen of a guilty soul. 

Nor, No, Bolingbroke ; if ever I were traitor 
My name be blotted from the book of life, 
And I from heaven banish'd as from hence ! 
But what thou art^ heaven, tliou, and I do know 5 
And all too soon, I fear, the king shall rue. 
Farewell, my liege : — Now no way can I stray ; 
Save back to England ; all the world 's my way. \Exii. 

K. Rich. Uncle, even in the glasses of thine eyes 
I see thy grieved heart ; thy sad aspect 
Hath ftam the number of his bonish'd years 
Pluck'd four away : — Six frozen winters spent, 
Return [to Bolino.] with welcome home from banisli- 
ment. 

BoUng, How long a time lies in one little word ! 
Four lagging winters, and four wanton springs 
End in a word : Such is the breath of kings. 

Gaunt, I thank my liege, that, in regard of me, 
He shortens four years of my son's exile ; 
But little vantage shall I reap thereby ; 
For ere the six years that he hJath to spend^ 
Can change their moons, and bring their times about, 
My oil-driai lamp, and time-bewasted light; 
Shall be extinct with age and endless night ; 
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My inch of taper will be burnt and done, 
And blindfold death not let nie see my son. 

K. Rich. Why, uncle, thou hast many years to live. 

Gaunt, But not a minute, king, that thou canst give : 
Shorten my days thou canst with sullen sorrow, 
And pluck nights from me, but not lend a morrow : 
Thou canst help time to furrow me with age, 
But stop no wrmkle in his pilgrimage; 
Thy word is current with him ibx my deatli : 
But, dead, thy kingdom cannot buy my breath. 

K. Rick, Thy son is banish'd upon good advice^ 
Whereto thy tongue a party-verdict gave ; 
Why at our justice seem'st thou then to lower % 

Gaunt. Things sweet to taste prove in digestion sour. 
You urg'd me as a judge ; but I nad rather 
You would have bid me argue like a father : 
[O, had it been a stranger, not my child, 
To smooth his fault I should.have been more mild : 
A partial slander sought I to avoid, 
And in the sentence my own life destroyed.] 
Alas, I looked when some of you should say, 
I was too strict, to make mine own away ; 
But you gave leave to mine unwilling tongue, 
Against my will, to do myself this wrong. 

K, Rich. Cousin, farewell : — and, uncle, bid him so ; 
Six years we banish him, and he shall go. 

[FUmriah. Exeunt K. Richard and Tfam. 

Aum. Cousin, farewell : what presence must not 
know, 
From where you do remain, let paper show. 

Mcer. My lord, no leave lake I ; for I will ride 
AS far as land will let me by your side. 

Gaunt. O, to what purpose dost thou board thy words, 
That thou retum'st no greeting to thy friends ? 

Boling. I have too few to take my leave of yoi\ 
When tlie ^ngue's office should be prodigal 
To breathe the abundant dolour of Uie heart. 
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Gau9it. Thy grief is but thy absence for a time. 

Boling, Joy absent, grief is present for that time. 

Oatmi, What is six winters ? they are quickly gone. 

Boling, To men in joy ; but grief nuuces one hour 
ten. 

Gaunt. Call it a travel that thou tak'st for pleasure. 

Boling. My heart will sigh when I miscall it so, 
Which finds it an enforced pilgrimage. 

Gaunt. The sullen passage of thy weary steps 
Esteem a ioW.,^ wherein thou art to set 
The precious jewel of thy home-return. 

\^Boling, Nay, rather, every tedious stride I make 
Will but remember me, what a deal of world 
I wander from the jewels that I love. 
Must I not serve a long apprenticehood 
To foreign passages ; and m the end, 
Having my freedom, boast of nothing else 
But that I was a journeyman to grief? 

Gaunt. All places that the eye of heaven visits 
Are to a wise man ports and happy havens : 
Teach thy necessity to reason t£us ; 
There is no virtue like necessity. 
Think not, the king did banish thee ; 
But thou the king : Woe doth the heavier sit. 
Where it perceives it is but faintly borne. 
Go, say I sent thee forth to purchase honour> 
And not, the king exiVd thee : or suppose, 
Devouring pestilence hangs in our air. 
And thou art flying \o a fresher clime. 
Look, what thy soul holds dear, imagine it 
To lie that way thou go'st, not whence thou com'st. 
Suppose the singhig birds, musicians ; 
The grass whereon thou tread'st, the presence strew *d; 
The flowers, fair ladies ; and thy steps, no more 
Than a delightful measure or a dance : 

• Foil or foylf tlie thin plate or leaf of metal used in setting 
jewellery. 
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For gnarling tonow bath less power to bite 
The man that mocks at it, and sets it light] 

Boling, O, who can hold a fire in hii hand. 
By thinking on the frosty Caucasus f 
Or cloy the hungry edge of appetite, 
By bare imagination of a feast t 
Or wallow naked in December snow, 
By thinking on fantastic summer's heat? 
O, no ! the apprehension of the good 
Gives but the greater feeling to tibe worse : 
Fell sorrow's tooth doth never rankle more, 
Than when it bites but lanceth not the sore. 

Gcamt, Gome, come, my son, I '11 bring thee on thy 
way: 
Had I thy youth and cause, I would not stay. 

Boling. Then, England's ground, farewell; sweet 
soil, adieu ; 
My mother, and my nurse, that bears me yet ! 
Where'er I wander, boast of this I can, 
Though banish'd, yet a true-bom Englishman. \Ex. 

SCENE IV.— ^ Ro(m in ^ King's Palace, 

Enter King Richaru, Baqot, and Grren ; 
AuHERLB folUnoing. 

K. Rich, We did observe. — Cousin Aumerle, 
How far brought you high Hereford on his way 1 

Awn, I brought high Hereford, if you call him so, 
But to the next highway, and there I left him. 

K. Rich. And, say, what store of parting tears were 
shed? 

Aum, Taith, none for me,* except the north-east 
wind, 
Which then blew bitterly against our face, 
Awak'd the sleepy rheum ; and so^ by chance^ 
Did grace our hollow parting with a tear. 

* None fur me— >nono on my part. 
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K, Bich, What said our cousin when you parted 
. with him % 

Aum, Farewell: 
And, for my heart disdained that my tongue 
Should so profane the word, tliat taught me craft 
To counteHeit oppression of such grief. 
That word seemed buried in my sorrow^s grave. 
Marry, would the word farewell have lengthened hours, 
And added years to his short banishment, 
He should have had a volume of farewells ; » 

But, since it would not, he had none of me. 

K, Rich. He is our cousin, cousin ; but 't is doubt, 
When time shall call him home Irom banishment^ 
Whether our kinsman come to see his friends. 
Ourself and Bushy, Bagot here, and Green, 
Observed his courtship to the common people :■— 
How he did seem to dive into their hearts. 
With humble and familiar courtesy ; 
What reverence he did throw away on slaves ; 
Wooing poor craftsmen with the craft of smiles, 
And patient underbearing of his foiixine. 
As 't were to banish their affects with him. 
Off goes his bonnet to an oyster-wench ; 
A brace of draymen bid — God speed him well. 
And had the tribute of his supple knee. 
With — Thanks, my countrymen, my loving friends j 
As were our England in reversion his. 
And he our subjects' next degree in hope. 

Green. Well, he is gone ; and with him go these 
thoughts. 
Now for the rebels, which stand out in Ireland ; 
Expedient" manage must be made, my liege. 
Ere further leisure yield them fiirther means. 
For their advantage, and your highness' loss. 
K. Rich. We will ourself in person to this war. 

« ^3rj>e(2im^— prompt— fitiitable— disengaged from entangle- 
ments. 
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And, for our coffers, with too great a coart. 
And liberal largess, are grown somewhat light, 
We are enforced .to farm our royal realm ; 
The revenue whereof shall furnish us 
For our affairs in hand : If that come short. 
Our substitute at home shall have blank charters ; 
Whereto, when they shall know what men are rich, 
They shall subscribe them for large sums of gold, 
And send them after to supply our wants ; 
For we will make for Ireland presently. 

Enter Busht. 

Bushy, what news ? 

Bushy. Old John of Graunt is grievous sick, my lord ; 
Suddenly taken ; and hath sent post haste, 
To entreat your majesty to visit him. 

K. Rich, Where lies he? 

Bushy. At Ely-house. 

K. Rich, Now put it, heaven, in his physician'^s 
mind. 
To help him to his grave immediately ! 
The lining of his coffers shall make coats 
To deck our soldiers for these Irish wars. 
Gome^ gentlemen, let *8 all go visit him : 
Pray Giod, we may make haste, and come too late ! 

[ExtunU 
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ACT II. 

SCENE I. — London. A Room in Ely House. 

Gaunt on a couch ; the Duke o/" York, and others 
standing by him. 

Gaunt. Will the king come ? that I may breathe 
my last 
In wholesome counsel to his unstaid youth. 

York* Vex not yourself, nor strive not with your 
breath; 
For all in vain comes counsel to his ear. 

Gaunt. O, but they say, the tongues of dying men 
Enforce attention, like deep harmony ; 
Where words are scarce, they are seldom spent in vain; 
For they breathe truth, that breathe their words in pain. 
He, that no more must say, is listen^ more 

Than they whom youth and ease have taught to glose; 
More are men's ends mark'd, than their lives before ; 

The setting sun, and music at the close, 
(As the last taste of sweets is sweetest,) last. 
Writ in remembrance, more than things long past; 
Though Richard my life's coimsel would not hear. 
My death's sad tale may yet undeaf his ear. 

York. No ; it is stopp'd with other flattering sounds, 
As praises of his state : then, there are foimd 
Lascivious metres ; to whose venom sound 
The open ear of youth doth always listen : 
Report of feshions in proud Italy ; 
Whose manners still our tardy apish nation 
Limps after in base imitation. 
Where doth the world thrust forth a vanity, 
(So it be new, there 's no respect how vile,) 
That is not quickly buzz'd into his ears ? 

VOL. lY. U 
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Then all too late comes counsel to be heard. 
Where will doth mutiny with wit's regard. 
Direct not him, whose way himself will choose ; 
T is breath thou lack'st, and tiiat breath wilt thou Ion 

Gaunt Methinks I am a prophet new inspired ; 
And thus, expiring, do foretell of him : 
His rash fierce blaze of riot cannot last ; 
For violent fires soon bum out themselves ; 
Small showers last long, but sudden storms are shoit; 
He tires betimes, that spurs too fast betimes; 
With eager feeding food doth choke the feedier : 
Light vanity, insatiate cormorant, 
Consuming means, soon preys upon itself. 
This royal throne of kings, tiiis scepter'd isle. 
This earth of majesty, this seat of Man^ 
This other Eden, demi-paradise ; 
This fortress, built by nature for herself. 
Against infestion *■ and the hand of war ; 
This happy breed of men, this little world ; 
This precious stone set in the silver eea. 
Which serves it in the office of a wall, 
Or as a moat defensive to a house, 
Against the envy of less happier lands ; 
This blessed plot, this earth, this realm, this England, 
This nurse, this teeming womb of ro3ral kings, 
Fear'd by their breed, and famous finr their birdi, 
Renowned for their deeds as far from home, 
rFor Christian service, and true chivalry,) 
As i^ the sepulchre in stubborn Jewry 

* Infestion. AIL the aoeiait copies read h^eetkn* ¥vmet 
suggested the gulistitutioa of inft$ticn, an abbreviatioii of 8^ 
festation, which appears to have designated those violent ioeiu' 
siona of an enemy — ^those annoying, joy-depriving (bifMw) 
ravafi^es— to which an unprotected frontier is peculiarly expoieiu 
Still, infection, being a word of which there can be bo doubt d 
Jh» meaning, is to be preferred, if we con be content to wcelw 
SStnencL'^tl^^i*^ sense-that the sea in some sort kept out 
pestilence, though not absolntely. 
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Of the world's ransom, blessed Mary*s son : 

This land of such dear souls, this dear dear land, 

Dear for her reputation through the world. 

Is now leased out, (I die pronouncing it,) 

Like to a tenement or pelting > farm : 

England, bound in with the triumphant sea, 

Whose rocky shore beats back the envious siege - 

Of watery Neptune, is now bound in with shame. 

With inky blots, and rotten parchment bonds; 

That England, that was wont to conquer others, 

Hath made a shameful conquest of itself: 

Ah, would the scandal vanish with my lif^ 

How happy then were my ensuing death ! 

Enter King Richard and Queen ; Auusrlb, Bushy, 
Green, Baqgt, Ross, and WiLLOuaHBY. 

York, The king is come: deal mildly with hii 
youth; 
For young hot colts, being rag'd, do rage the more. 

Queen, How fares our noble uncle, Lancaster % 

K, Rich, What comfort, man % How is 't with aged 
Gaunt f 

Gaunt. O, how that name befits my composition I 
Old Gaunt, indeed ; and gaunt in being old : 
Within me^ef hath kept a tedious fast ; 
And who abstains from meat, that is not gaunt? 
For sleeping England long time have I watched ; 
Watching breeds leanness, leanness is all gaunt : 
The pleasure that some fathers feed upon 
Is my strict fast, — I mean my children's looks ; 
And, therein fasting, hast thou made me gaunt ; 
Graunt am I for the grave, gaunt as a grave, 
Whose hollow womb inherits nought but bones. 

K. Rich, Can sick men play so nicely with their 
names! 
» Pelting invariably means something petty— of Itttle worth. 
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Gaunt. No, misery makes sport to mock Itself : 
Since thou dost seek to kill my name in me, 
I mock my name, great king, to flatter thee. 

K. Bich. Should dying men flatter with those tliat 
live I 

Gaunt. No, no ; men living flatter those that die. 

K. Rich. Thou, now a dying, say'st thou flatterest me. 

Gaunt Oh ! no ; thou diest, though I the sicker be. 

K. Rich. I am in health, I breathe, and see thee ill. 

Gaunt. Now, He that made me knows I see thee ill ; 
111 in myself to see, and in thee seeing ill. 
Thy death-bed is no lesser than the land 
Wherein thou liest in reputation sick : 
And thou, too careless patient as thou art, 
Committ'st thy anointed body to the cure 
Of those physicians that first wounded thee. 
A thousand flatterers sit within thy crown, 
Whose compass is no bigger than thy head ; 
And yet, incaged in so small a verge, 
The waste is no whit lesser than thy land. 
O, had thy grandsire, with a prophet^s eye, 
Seen how his son^s son should destroy his sonS) 
From forth thy reach he would have laid thy shame, 
Deposing thee before thou wert possessed, 
Which art possessed now to depose thyself. 
Why, cousin, wert thou regent of the world. 
It were a shame to let this land by lease : 
But, for thy world, enjoying but tfiis land, 
Is it not more than shame to shame it so ? < 
Landlord of England art thou, and not king : 
Thy state of law is bondslave to the law ; 
And 

K. Rich. And thou a lunatic lean-wilted fool, 
Presuming on an ague's privilege, 
Dar^st with thy frozen admonition 
Make pale our cheek ; chasing the royal blood. 
With fury, from his native residence. 
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Now by my seat's right royal majesty^ 
Wert thou not brother to great Edward's son, 
This tongue, that inns so roundly in thy head, 
Should run thy head fix)m thy unreyerend shoulders. 

Gaunt. O, snare me not, my brother Edward's son. 
For that I was nis father Edward's son ; 
That blood already, like the pelican, 
Hast thou taWd out, and drunkenly carous'd : 
My brother Gloster, plain well-meaning soul, 
(Whom fair befal in heaven 'mongst happy souls !) 
May be a precedent and witness good. 
That thou respect'st not spilling Edwajrd's blood : 
Join with the present sickness diat I have ; 
And thy unkindness be like crooked age, 
To crop at once a too-long withered flower. 
Live in thy shame, but die not shame with thee !— 
These words hereafter thy tormentors be !— 
Convey me to my bed, then to my grave : 
Love tiiey to live, that love and honour have. 

[Exit, home out by hi$ Attendants. 

jfiT. Rich. And let them die, that age and sullens have ; 
Fur both hast thou, and both become the grave. 

York. I do beseech your majesty, impute his words 
To wayward sickliness and age in him : 
He loves you, on my life, and holds you dear 
As Harry duke of Hereford, were he here. 

K. Rich. Right ; you say true : as Hereford*8 love, 
so his: 
As theirs, so mine ; and all be as it is. 

Enter Northuubsrlano. 

North. My liege, old Gaunt commends him to your 
majesty. 

K. Rich, What says he ? 

North, ^ Nay, nothing ; all is said : 

His tongue is now a stiingless instrument ; 
Words, life, and all, old Lancaster hath spent. 
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York. Be York the next that mtiat be bankrupt so ! 
Though death be poor, it ends a mortal woe. 

K. Rich. The ripest fruit first falls, and so doth he ; 
His time is spent, our pilgrimage must be : 
So much for that. Now for our Irish wars : 
We must supplant those rough rug-headed kerns, 
Which live like venom, where no venom else. 
But only they, hath privilege to live. 
And, for these great affairs do ask some charge, 
Towards our assistance, we do seize to us 
The plate, coin, revenues, and moveables, 
Whereof our uncle Gaunt did stand possessed. 

York. How long shall I be patient 9 Ah, how long 
Shall tender duty make me suffer wrong? 
Not Gloster*8 death, nor Hereford's banishment^ 
Nor Gaunt's rebukes, nor England's nrivate wrongs, 
Nor the prevention of poor BolingbroKe 
About his marriage, nor my ovnti disgrace 
Have ever made me sour my patient cheek, 
Or bend one wrinkle on my sovereign's face. 
I am the last of noble Edward's sons, 
Of whom thy father, prince of Wales, was first ; 
In war, was never lion rag'd more fierce. 
In peace, was never gentle lamb more mild, 
Than was that young and princely gentleman : 
His face thou hast^ for even so look'd he. 
Accomplished with the number of thy horns ; 
But when he Irown'd it was against the French^ 
And not against his friends ; his noble hand 
Did win what he did spend, and spent not that 
Which his triumphant father's hand had won : 
His hands were guilty of no kindred's blood. 
But bloody with the enemies of his kin. 
O, Richard, York is too far gone with grief, 
Or else he never would compare between. 
K. Mich. Why, uncle, what 's the matter ? 

York. O, my liege, 
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Pardon me, if you please ; if not, X, pleased 

Not to be pardonM, am content withal. 

Seek you to seise, and gripe into your hands. 

The royalties and rights of banish'd Hereford ¥ 

Is not Gaunt dead ? and doth not Hereford live f 

Was not Gaunt just? and is not Harry true? 

Did not the one deserve to have an heir ? 

Is not his heir a well-deserving son ? 

Take Hereford's rights away, and take from time 

His charters, and his customary rights ; 

Let not to-morrow then ensue to-day ; 

Be not thyself, for how art thou a king. 

But by fair sequence and succession? 

Now, afore God (God forbid; I say true !) 

If you do wrongfolly seize Hereford's rign^ 

Gall in his letters-patents that he hath 

By his attorneys-general to sue 

His livery, and deny hi« offered homage, 

You pluck a thousand dangers on your head, 

You lose a thousand well^isposed hearts. 

And prick my tender patience to those thoughts 

Which honour and allegiance cannot think. 

K, Rich. Think what you will ; we seixe into oiir 
hands 

His plate, his goods, hia money, and his lands. 

York. I'll not be by the while: My liege^ fere- 
well: 

What will ensue hereof there 's none can tell; 

But by bad courses may be understood. 

That their events can never fall out good. [ExH, 

K. Rich, Gro, Bushy, to the earl of Wiltshire straight ; 

Bid him repair to us to Ely-house 

To see this business : To-morrow next 

We will for Ireland ; and 't is lime, I trow ; 

And we create, in absence of ounelf. 

Our uncle York lord governor of England, 

For he is just, and always lov'd us well. 
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Come on, our queen : to-morrow must we part ; 
Be merry, for our time of stay is short. iFlourish* 

[Exeunt King, Qubbn, Busbar, Auk., 
Grebn, and Baoot. 

North. Well, lords, the duke of Lancaster is dead. 

Ross. And living too ; for now his son is duke. 

Willo* Barely in title, not in revenue. 

North, Richly in both, if justice had her right. 

Rosa, My heart is great; but it must break with 
silence^ 
Ere 't be disburthen'd with a liberal tongue. 

North. Nay, speak thy mind; and let him ne*cr 
speak more 
That speaks thy words again to do thee harm ! 

Willo. Tends that thou 'dst speak to the duke of 
Hereford? 
If it be so, out with it boldly, man ; 
Quick is mine ear to hear of good towards him. 

Rosa. No good at all that I can do for him ; 
Unless you call it good to pity him. 
Bereft and gelded of his patrimony. 

North. Now, afore heaven, 't is shame such wrongs 
are borne, 
In him a royal prince, and many more 
Of noble blood in this declining land. 
The king is not himself, but basely led 
By flatterers ; and what they will inform, 
Merely in hate, Against any of us all. 
That will the king severely prosecute 
^Gkiinst us, our lives, our children^ and our heirs. 

Roas, The commons hath he pilPd with grievous 
.taxes. 
And quite lost their hearts : tlie nobles liath he fin'd 
For ancient quarrels, and quite lost their hearts. 

Willo. And daily new exactions are devis'd— 
As blanks, benevolences, and I wot not what ; 
But what, o' God's name, doth become of this? 
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North. Wars have not wasted it, for warr'd he hath 
not. 
But basely yielded upon compromise 
That which his ancestors achieved with blows : 
More hath he spent in peace than they in wars. 

Rosa. The earl of Wiltshire hath the realm in farm. 

Willo, The king's grown bankrupt, like a broken 
man. 

North. Reproach and dissolution hangeth over him. 

Rosa, He hath not money for these Irish wars. 
His burthenoiis taxations notwithstanding, 
But by the robbing of the banish'd duke. 

North. His noble kinsman : most degenerate king ! 
But, lords, we hear this fearful tempest sing, 
Yet seek no shelter to avoid the storm : 
We see the wind sit sore upon our sails, 
And yet we strike not,* but securely perish. 

Rosa. We see the very wrack that we must suffer ; 
And una voided is the danger now, 
For suffering so the causes of our wrack. 

North. Not so; even through the hollow eyes of 
death 
I spy life peering ; but I dare not say 
How near the tidings of our comfort is. 

Willo. Nay, let us share thy thoughts, as thou dost 
ours. 

Ross. Be confident to speak, Northumberland : 
We three are but thyself; and, speaking so, 
Thy words are but as thoughts ; therefore, be bold. 

North. Tlien thus :— I have from Port le Blanc, a 
bay 
In Brittany, received intelligence 
That Harry duke of Hereford, Reignold lord Cobham, 
That late broke from the duke of Exeter, 
His brother, archbishop late of Canterbury, 
Sir Thomas Erpingham, sir John Ramston, 

* Strike not. To strike sail is to lower sail. 
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Sir John Norbery, sir Robert Waterton, and Francis 

Quoint, — 
All these, well fiimish^d by the duke of Bretagne, 
With eight tall ships, three thotssand men of war, 
Are making hither with all due expedience, 
And shortly mean io touch our northern shore : 
Perhaps they had ere this, but that they stay 
The first departing of the king for Ireland. 
If then we shall shake' off our slavish yoke, 
Imp out* our drooling country ^s broken wing. 
Redeem from broking pawn the blemished crown, 
Wipe off the dust tliat hides our sceptre*8 gilt. 
And make high majesty look like itself, 
Away with me in post to Ravenspurg : 
But if you faint, as fearing to do so. 
Stay and be secret, and myself will go. 

R088. To horsey to horse I urge doubts to them that 
fear. 

Willo. Hold out my horse, and I will first be there. 

SCENE II.— 7^ same. A Room in the Pahoe, 
Enter Qubbn, Busht, and Baqot. 

Buahy, Madam, your majesty is too much sad : 
You promisM, when you parted with the king, 
To lay aside life-harming heaviness, 
.And entertain a cheerful disposition. 

Queen. To please the king, I did ; to please myself, 
I cannot do it ; yet I know no cause 
Why I should welcome such a guest as grief. 
Save bidding farewell to so sweet a guest 
As my sweet Richard : Yet, again, methinks, 
Some unbpm sorrow, ripe in fortune^s womb, 

a Imp out. To Imp a hawk was artificially to supply such 
wing feathers as were dropped or forced out by accident. To 
imp is to engraft—to insert. 
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Is coming towards me; and my inward soul 
With noting trembles : at something it grieves 
More than with parting from my lord the king. 

Bushy, Each substance of a grief hath twenty slia- 
dows, 
Which show like grief itself, but are not so : 
For sorrow's eye, glazed with blmding tears, 
Divides one thing entire to many objects, 
Like perspectives, which, rightly gaz'd upon, 
Show nothing but confusion, — ey'd awry, 
Distinguish form : so your sweet majesty, 
Looking awry upon your lord's departure, 
Finds shapes of griefs more than hinnself towail ; 
Which, look'd on as it is, is nought but shadows 
Of what it is not Then, thrice-gracious queen, 
More than your lord's departure weep not ; more 's not 

seen: 
Or if it be, 't is with false sorrow's eye, 
Which, for things true, weeps things imaginary. 

Queen. It may be so ; but yet my inward soul 
Persuades me it is otherwise : Howe'er it be, 
I cannot but be sad ; so heavy sad. 
As—though, in thinking, on no thought I think— 
Makes me with heavy nothing Uisit and shrink. 

Bushy, T is nothing but conceit, my gracious lady. 

Queen, 'T is nothing less : conceit is stiU deriv'd 
From some forefather grief ; mine is not so ; 
For nothing hath begot my something grief} 
Or somethmg hath £e nothing that I grieve; 
*r is in reversion that I do possess ; 
But what it is, that is not yet known ; what 
I cannot name ; 't is nameless woe^ I wot. 

Entei"^ Grbbn. 

Green, Heaven save your majesty ! — ^and well met^ 
gentlemen, 
I hope the Idng is not yet shipped for Ireiland. 
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Queen. Why hop'st thou so? *t is better hope he is ; 
For his designs crave haste, his haste good hope ; 
Then wherefore dost thou hope he is not shipp'd ? 

Green. That he, our hope, might have retired his 
power, 
And driven into despair an enemy^s hope. 
Who strongly hath set footing in this land : 
The banish'd Bolingbroke re|)eals himself. 
And with uplifted arms is safe arrivM 
At Ravenspurg. 

Queen. Now God in heaven forbid ! 

Green. O, madam, 't is too true ; and that is worse, — 
The lord iiforthumberland, his young son Henry Percy, 
The lords of Ross, Beaumond, and Willoughby, 
With all their powerful friends, are fled to him. 

Bushy. Wliy have you not proclaimed Northumber- 
land 
And the rest of the revolting faction titiitors? 

Green. We have : whereupon the earl of Worcester 
Hath broke his staff, resigned his stewardsliip^ 
And all the housdiold servants fled with him 
To Bolingbroke. 

Queen. So, Green, thou art the midwife of my woe^ 
And Bolingbroke my sorrow's dismal heir : 
Now hath my soul brought forth her prodigy j 
And I, a gasping new-deliver*d mother. 
Have woe to woe, soitow to sorrow, joiu'd. 

Bushy. Despair not, madam. 

Queen. Who shall hinder me ? 

I will despair, and be at enmity 
With cozening hope ; he is a flatterer, 
A parasite, a keeper-back of death. 
Who gently would dissolve the bands of life, 
Which false hope lingers in extremity. 

Enter York. 
Gi^een. Here comes the duke of York^ 
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QueeJi. With signs of war about his aged neck ; 
O, full of careful business are his looks ! 
Uncle, 
For heaven's sake, speak comfortable words. 

York. [Should I do so, I should belie my tlioughts :] 
Comfort 's in heaven ; and we are on the earth, 
Where nothing lives, but crosses, care, and grief. 
Your husband he is gone to save far off. 
Whilst others come to make him lose at home : 
Here am I left to underprop his land j 
Who, weak with age, cannot support myself: 
Now comics the sick hour that his surfeit made ; 
Now shall he try his friends that flatter'd him. 

Enter a Servant. 

Serv. My lord, your son was gone before I came. 

Tork. He was? — Why, so! — go all which way it will ! 
The nobles they are fled, the commons they are cold. 
And will, I fear, revolt on Hereford's side. — 
Sirrah, get thee to Plashy, to my sister Gloster ; — 
Bid her send me presently a thousand pound : 
Hold, take my ring. 

Serv, My lord, I had forgot to tell your lordship : 
To-day, I came by, and called there ;— 
But I shall grieve you to report the rest. 

York. What is it, knave i 

Serv. An hour before I came, the duchess died. 

York. Heaven for his mercy ! what a tide of woes 
Comes rushing on this woeful land at once ! 
I know not what to do : — I would to heaven, 
(So my untruth had not provok'd him to it,) 
The king had cut off my head with my brother's. 
W^hat, are there posts despatch'd for Ireland? — 
How shall we do for money for these wars ? — 
Come, sister, — cousin, I would say : pray, pardon me.— 
Goy fellow, [to the Servant] get thee home, provide some 
carts, 
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And bring away the annour that is there.-— [Exit Senr. 

Gentlemen, will you go muster men! if I know 

How, or which way, to order these afifairs, 

Thus disorderly thrust into my hands, 

Never beliere me. Both are my kinsmen ;— 

The one is my sovereign, whom both my oath 

And duty bids defend ; the other again 

Is my kinsman, whom the king hath wronged, 

Whom conscience and my kindred bids to right. 

Well, somewhat we must do. — Gome, cousin, I *11 

Dispose of you : — Gentlemen, go muster up your men. 

And meet me presently at Berkley castle. 

I should to Plashy too ; .. ■ 

But time will not permit : — ^AU is uneven. 

And everything is left at six and seven. 

[^Exeunt York and Qusbn. 

Bushy, The wind sits fau: for news to go to Ireland, 
But none returns. For us to levy power, 
Proportionable to the enemy, 
Is all impossible. 

Green. Besides, our nearness to the king in love. 
Is near the hate of those love not the king. 

Boffot. And that *s the wavering commons ; for their 
love 
Lies in their purses; and whoso empties them, 
By so much fills their hearts with deadly hate. 

Bushy, Wherein the king stands generally condemn\l. 

Bctgot If judgment lie in them, then so do we, 
Because we have been ever near the king. 

Grem. Well, I 11 for refuge straight to Bristol 
castle; 
The earl of Wiltshire is already there. 

Btiahy, Thither will I with you : for little office 
Will the hateful commons perform for us ; 
Except^ like curs, to tear us all in pieces.-^ 
Will you go along with us ? 

Bagot, No ; I will to Ireland to his maje6ty. 
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Farewell : if heart's presages be not vain, 

We three here part, uiat ne'er shall meet again. 

Bicshy. That 's as York thrives to beat back Boliiig- 
broke. 

Green, Alas, poor duke ! the task he undertakes 
Is numbVing sands, and drinking oceans dry ; 
Where one on his side fights, thousands will fly. 

Bushy. Farewell at once; for onc^ for all, and ever. 

Green, Well, we may meet again. 

Bagot I fear me, never. [Exeunt, 

SCENE ni.— 7%e Wilds in Glosterehire. 

Enter Bolinobrokb and Northuubbrland, xoith 
Forces, 

Boling, How far is i1^ my lord, to Berkley now ? 

North. Believe me, noble lord, 
I am a stranger here in Glostershire. 
These high wild hills, and rough uneven ways, 
Draw out our miles, and make them wearisome : 
And yet our fair discourse hath been as sugar. 
Making the hard way sweet and delectable. 
But, I bethink me, what a weary way . 
From Ravenspurg to Cotswold will be found 
In Ross and Willoughby, wanting your company ; 
Which, I protest, hath very much beguil'd 
The tediousness and process of my travel : 
But theirs is sweeten'd with the hope to have 
The present benefit which I possess : 
And nope to joy,* is little less in joy. 
Than hope enjoy'd : by this the weary lords 
Shall make their way seem short ; as mine hath done 
By sight of what I have, your noble company. 

Boling. Of much less value is mj company 
Than your good words. But who comes here % 

* Tojoy\B here used as a veib. 
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Enter Harry Percy. 

North. It is my son, young Harry Percy, 
Sent from my brother Worcester, whencesoever. — 
Harry, how fares your uncle i 

Percy. I had thought, my lord, to have leam'd hia 
healtii of you. 

North. Why, is he not witli the queen? 

Percy. No, my good lord ; he hath forsook the court, 
Broken his staff of office, and dispersed 
The household of the king. 

North. What was his reason ? 

He was not so resolved when we last spake together. 

Percy. Because your lordship was proclaimed traitor. 
But he, my lord, is gone to Ravenspurg, 
To offer seiTice to the duke of Hereford ; 
And sent me over by Berkley, to discover 
What power the duke of York had levied there ; 
Then with direction to repair to Ravenspurg. 

North. Have you forgot the duke of Hereford, boy ? 

Percy. No, my good lord ; for that is not forgot 
Which ne'er I did remember : to my knowledge, 
I never in my life did look on him. 

North. Then learn to know him now; this is th« 
duke. 

Percy. My gracious lord, I tender you my service. 
Such as it is, being tender, raw, and young ; 
Which elder days shall ripen, and confirm 
To more approved service and desert 

Boling. I thank tJiee, gentle Percy ; and be suii^ 
I count myself in nothing else so happy 
As in a soul remembering my good friends ; 
And as my fortune ripens with thy love, 
It shall be still thy true love's recompense : 
My heart this covenant makes, my hand thus seals it. 

North. How far is it to Berkley ? And what stir 
Keeps good old York there, with his men of war ? 
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Percy. There stands the castle, by yon tuft of trees, 
MonnM with three hundred men, as I have heard : 
And in it are thp lords of York, Berkley, and Sej'- 

mour ; 
None else of name and noble estimate. 

Enter Boss and Willoughby. 

North. Here come the lords of Ross and Willoughby, 
Bloody with spurring, fiery-red with haste. 

Boling. Welcome, my lords : I wot your love pur^ 
sues 
A banish'd traitor ; all my treasury 
Is yet but unfelt thanks, which, more enrich'd. 
Shall be your love and labour's recompense. 

Ross. Your presence makes us rich, most noble lord. 

WiUo. And far surmounts our labour to attain it. 

Boling. Evennore thanks, th' exchequer of the poor ; 
Which, till my infant fortune comes to years. 
Stands for my bounty. But who comes here ? 

Enter Berkley. 

North. It Is my lord of Berkley, as I guess. 

Berk. My lord of Hereford, my message is to you. 

Boli7ig. My lord, my answer is — to Lancaster : * 
And I am come to seek that name in England : 
And I must find that title in your tongue^ 
Before I make reply to aught you say. 

Berk. Mistake me not, my lord ; 't is not my meaning 
To raze one title of your honour out *.'— 
To you, my lord, I come, (what lord you will,) 
From the most gracious regent of this land, 
The duke of York ; to know what pricks you on 
To take advantage of the absent time, 
And fright oxa native peace with self-bom arms. 

• To Lancaster. I do not answer to the name of Herefordf— 
my answer is to the name of Lancaster. 

VOL. IV. V 
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Enter York, aMended, 

BoHng. I shall not need transport my words by you ; 
Here comes his grace in peison. — My noble uncle I 

[EneeU, 
York, Show me thy hamble heart, and not thy kne^ 
Wliose duty is deceivable and false. 
Boling. My gracious uncle ! 
York, Tut, tut! 
Grace me no grace, nor uncle me no uncle. 
I am no traitor's uncle ; and that word, grace, 
In^aiiv;«ngracious mouth, is but profane. 
Why .Have these banish'd and forbidden legs 
Dar^d once to touch a dust of England's ground f 
But more then, why, why have they dar'd to march 
So many miles u|^ her peaceful bosom, 
Frighting her pale^fac'd villages with war, 
And ostentation of despised arms I •■ 
Com'st thou because the anointed king is hence ? 
Why, foolish boy, the king is left behind. 
And in my loyal bosom lies his power. 
Were I but now the lord of such hot youth 
As when brave Gaunt, thy father, an4 myself. 
Rescued the Black Prince, that young Mara of men, 
From forth the ranks of many thousand Frencl^ 
O, then, how quickly should this arm of mine, 
■Now prisoner to the palsy, chastise thee, 
And minister correction to thy fault! 

Bo^. My gracious uncle, let me know my faxHi \ 
v^n what condition stands it, and wherein t 

York. Even in condition of the worst degree,— 
in gross rebeUion, and detested treason : 
Befor/^ * ba^h'd man, and here art come, 
^ brL^^ eviration of thy time, ' 

^S.* IT/ *^ thy sovereign, 
a n.^. ' ^ !• was banish'd, I was banish'd Hereford : 
"'■«*• The OBtenUtion of arms which we desplw. 
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Bat as I come, I come for Lancaster. 
And, noble uncle, I beseech your grace, 
Look on my wrongs with an indifl'erent eye : 
You are my father, for Inethinks in you 
I see old G^imt alive : O, then, my father I 
Will you permit that I shall stand condemned 
A wandVing vagabond ; my rights and royalties 
Pluck'd from my arms perforce, and given away 
To upstart unthrifts 1 Wherefore was I bom ? 
If that my cousin king be king of England, 
It must be granted I am duke of Lancaster. 
You have a son, Aumerle, my noble kinsman ; 
Had^you first died, and he been thus trod down. 
He should have found his uncle Giaunt a father, 
To rouse his wrongs, and chase them to the bay. 
I am denied to sue my livery here, 
And yet my letters-patents give me leave : 
My father's goods are all distrained, and sold; 
And these, and all, are all amiss employed. 
What would you have me do ? I am a subject. 
And challenge law : Attorneys are denied me 5 
And therefore personally I lay my claim 
To my inheritance of free descent. 

North, The noble duke hatli been too much abus'd. 

Jtoss, It stands your grace upon, to do him right. 

Willo, Base men by his endowments are made 
great. 

York, My lords of England, let me tell you this, — 
I have had feeling of my cousin's wrongs. 
And laboured all I could to do him right : 
But in this kind to come, in braving arms, 
Be his own carver, and cut out his way. 
To find out right with wrongs, — ^it may not be ; 
And you that do abet him in this kind. 
Cherish rebellion, and are rebels all. 

North. The noble duke hath sworn his coming is 
But for his own : and, for the right of that, 
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We all have strongly sworn to give him aid ; 
And let him ne'er see joy that breaks that oath. 

York, Well, well, I see the issue of these arms ; 
I cannot mend it, I must needs confess, 
Because my power is weak, and all ill left : 
But, if I could, by Him that gave me life, 
I would attach you all, and make you stoop 
Unto the sovereign mercy of the king ; 
But, since I cannot, be it known to you, 
I do remain as neuter. So, fare you well ;— 
Unless you please to enter in the castle. 
And there repose you for this night. 

Boling. An oflfer, uncle, that we will accept. 
But we must win your grace to go with us 
To Bristol castle ; which, they say, is held 
By Bushy, Bagol^ and their complices,' 
The caterpillars of the commonwealth. 
Which I have sworn to weed, and pluck away. 

York. It may be I will go with you : — ^but yet I '11 
pause; 
For I am loth to break our country's laws. 
Nor friends, nor foes, to me welcome you are : 
Things past redress are now with me past care. [Ex. 

SCENE IV.— ^ Camp in Wales. 
Enter Salisbury and a Captain. 

Cap. My lord of Salisbury, we have stay'd ten days. 
And hardly kept our countrymen togetlier, 
And yet we hear no tidings from the king ; 
Therefore we will disperse ourselves : farewell. 

Sal. Stay yet another day, thou trusty Welshman j 
The king reposeth all his confidence 
In thee. 

Cap. 'T is thought the king is dead ; we will not 
stay. 
Tlie bay-trees in our country are all wilher'd, 
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And meteors fright the fixed stars of heaven ; 

The pale-fac'd moon looks bloody on the earth, 

And lean-looked prophets whisper fearful change ; 

Rich men look sad, and ruffians dance and leaj), — 

The one, in fear to lose what they enjoy, 

The other, to enjoy by rage and war : 

These signs forerun the death [or fall] of kings.— 

Farewell ; our countrymen are gone and fled. 

As well assured Richard their king is dead. [Exit 

Sal. Ah, Richard ! with the eyes of heavy mind, 
I see thy glory, like a shooting star, 
Fall to the base earth from the firmament ! 
Thy sun sets weeping in the lowly west, 
Witnessing storms to come, woe, and unrest; 
Thy friends are fled, to wait upon thy foes ; 
And crossly to thy good all fortune goes. [Exit. 
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ACT III. 

SCENE I.— Bolingbroke'* Camp at Bristol. 

Enter Bolingbroke, York, Northuhbkrland, 
Pbrct, Willoughby, Ross : Of^ceis behind, with 
BusHT cmd Green, prisoners. 

Boling, Bring forth these men. — 
Bushy, and Green, I will not vex your souls, 
(Since presently your souls must part your bodiee^^ 
With too much urging your pernicious lives, 
For 't were no charity : yet, to wash your blood 
From off my hands, here, in the view of men, 
I will unfold some causes of your deaths. 
. You have misled a prince, a royal king, 
A happy gentleman in blood and lineaments, 
By you unhappied and disfigured clean. 
You have, in manner, with your sinful hours, 
Made a divorce betwixt his queen and him ; 
Broke the possession of a royal bed. 
And stained the beauty of a fair queen^s cheeks 
With tears drawn from her eyes by your foul wrongs. 
Myself — a prince, by fortune of my birth ; 
Near to the king in blood ; and near in love, 
Till you did make him misinterpret me, — 
Have stooped my neok under your injuries, 
And sigh'd my English breath in foreign clouds, 
Eating the bitter bread of banishment : 
While you have fed upon my seignories, 
Dispark'd my parks, and fell'd my forest woods ; 
From mine own windows torn my household coat^ 
Raz'd out my impress, leaving me no sign — 
Save men^s opinions, and my living blood- 
To show the world I am a gentleman. 
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This, and much more, much more than twice aU this, 
Condemns you to the death : — See them delivered over 
To execution and the hand of death. 

Bttshf/, More welcome is the stroke of death to me, 
Than Bolingbioke to England. [Lords, farewell.] 

Green. My comfort is, that heaven will take our 
souls, 
And plague injustice with the pains of hell. 

Boling, My lord Northuotberland, see them do' 
spatch'd. 

[Ex. Northumberland and others, with Prisoners. 
Uncle, you say, the queen is at your house : 
For heaven's sake, fairly let her be entreated : 
Tell her, I send to her my kind comm^ds ; 
Take special care my greetings be deliver'd. 

York. A gentleman of mine I have despatched 
With letters of your love to her at large. 

BoUng. Thanks, gentle imcle. — Gome, lords, away ; 
To fight with Glendower and his complices : 
Awhile to work, and, after, holiday. [Exeunt* 

SCENE XL—The Coast o/ Wales. A Castle in 
View, 

Flourish: Drums and Trumpets. Enter Kino 

Richard, Bishop of Carlisle, Auherle, 

and Soldiers. 

K. Rich. Barkloughly castle call you this at hand? 

Aum. Yea, my lord. How brooks your grace the 
air. 
After your late tossing on the breaking seas ? 

K. Rich. Needs must I like it well ; I weep for joy. 
To stand upon my kingdom once again. 
Dear earth, I do salute thee with my hand. 
Though rebels wound thee with their horses' hoofs : 
As a long-parted mother with her child 
Plays fondly with her tears and smiles, in meeting ; 
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So, weeping, Btniling, greet I thee, my earth,* 
And do thee iiivour with my loyal hands. 
Feed not thy sovereign's foe, my gentle earth. 
Nor with thy sweets comfort his ravenoas sense : 
But let thy spiders, that suck up thy venom, 
And heavy-gaited toads, lie in their way ; 
Doing annoyance to the treacherous feet 
Which with usurping steps do trample thee. 
Yield stinging nettles to mine enemies : 
And when they from thy bosom pluck a flower, 
Guard it, I pray thee, with a lurking adder. 
Whose double tongue may with a mortal touch 
Throw death upon thy sovereign's enemies. 
Mock not my senseless conjuration, lords ; 
This earth shall have a feeling, and these stones 
Prove armed soldiers, ere her native king 
Shall falter under foul rebellion's arms. 

Bishop. Fear not, my lord; that Power that made 
you king 
Hath power to keep you king, in spite of all. 
[Tlie means that heaven yields must be embrac'd. 
And not neglected ; else, if heaven would, 
And we will not, heaven's offer we refuse ; 
The proffer*d means of succour and redress.] 

Aum. He means, my lord, that we are too remiss ; 
Whilst Bolingbroke, through our security. 
Grows strong and great, in substance, and in friends. 

K. Rich. Discomfortable cousin ! know'st thou not, 
That, when the searching eye of heaven is hid 
Behind the globe, and lights the lower world. 
Then thieves and robbers range abroad imseen. 
In murthers, and in outrage, bloody here ; 
But when, from under this terrestiial ball, 

■ The repeated use, by Richard, of the word earth, would 
seem to indicate that Shakspere employs the word ia the 
meamng of inheritance^ — possession, — "my kingdom," — *• dear 
eartli,"— «* my earth/'—" mv gentle earth." 
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He fires the proud tops of the eastern pines, 

And darts his light through every guilty hole, 

Then murthers, treascnis, and detested sins, 

The cloak of night being pluck'd from off their backs, 

Stand bare and naked, trembling at themselves? 

So when this thief, this traitor, ]£)lingbroke, — 

Who all this while hath revell'd in the night. 

Whilst we were wandVing with the antipodes, — 

Shall see us rising in our throne the east, 

His treasons will sit blushing in his face, 

Not able to endure the sight of day, 

But, self-affrighted, tremble at his sin. 

Not all the water in the rough rude sea 

Can wash the balm from an anointed king : 

The breath of worldly men cannot depose 

The deputy elected by the Lord : 

For every man that Bolingbroke hath pressed, 

To lift shrewd steel against our golden crown. 

Heaven for his Richard hath in heavenly pay 

A glorious angel : then, if angels fight. 

Weak men must fall ; for heaven still guards the right. 

Enter Salisbury. 
Welcome, my lord ; How far off lies your power? 

Sal. Nor near, nor farther ofi^ my gracious lord. 
Than this weak arm : Discomfort guides my tongue, 
And bids me speak of nothing but despair. 
One day too late, I fear, my noble lord. 
Hath clouded all thy happy days on earth : 
O, call back yesterday, bid time return, 
And thou shalt have twelve thousand fighting men : 
To-day, to-day, unhappy day, too late. 
Overthrows thy joys, friends, fortune, and thy state j 
For all the Welshmen, bearing thou wert dead. 
Are gone to Bolingbroke, dispersed, and fled. 

Aum. Comfort, my liege : why looks your grace so 
pale? 
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K. Rich. But now, the blood of twenty thoiuaiid men 

Did triumph in my face, and they are fled; 
And, till flo much blood tlutber come again, 

Have I not reason to look pale and deadf 
All souls that will be safe fly from my side ; 
For time hath set a blot upon my pride. 

Aum, Comfort, my liege ; remember who you axe. 

K. Rich, I had forgot myself : Am I not king? 
Awake thou sluggard majesty ! thou sleepest. 
Is not the king's name forty thousand names! 
Arm, arm, my name i a puny subject strikes 
At thy great glory. — Look not to the ground. 
Ye favourites of a king. Are we not high? 
High be our thoughts : I know, my unde York 
Hath power enough to serve our turn. But who 
Gomes here ? 

Enter Scroop. 

Scroop, More health and happiness betide my liege^ 
Than can my care-tun'd tongue deliver him. 

K, Rich. Mine ear is open, and my heart prepared; 
The worst is worldly loss^ thou canst unfold. 
Say, is my kingdom lost f why, *t was my care ; 
And what loss is it to be rid of care ? 
Strives Bolingbroke to be as great as we I 
Grreater he shall not be ; if he serve Gknl, 
We '11 serve him too, and be his fellow ao. 
Revolt our subjects! that we cannot mend ; 
They break their faith to God, as well as us : 
Cry, woe, destruction, ruin, loss, decay $ 
The worst is death, and death will have his day. 

Scroop. Glad am I that your highnsss is so arm^d 
To bear the tidings of calamity. 
Like an imseasonable stormy day 
Which makes the silver rivers drown their shores ; 
As if the world were all dissolv'd to tears, 
So high above hb limits swells the rage 



d by Google 



SCBJCK II.] KING RICHARD II. 345 

Of Bolingbioke, covering your feaiiul land 

With hard bright ateel, and hearts harder than steel.-- 

White beards have arm^d their thin and hairless scalps 

Against thy maiesty ; and boys, with women's voices, 

Strive to speak big, and clap their female joints 

In Btiflf unwieldy arms against thy crown : 

Thy very beadsmen learn to bend their bows 

Of double-fatal yew against thy state ; 

Yea, distaff-women manage rusty bills 

Against thy seat : both young and old rebel, 

And all goes worse than I have pi^wer to tell. 

K. Rich, Too well, too well, fiiou telPst a tale so ill. 
Where is tiie earl of Wiltshire^ where is Bagot ? 
What is become of Bushy*? where is Green? 
That they have let the dangerous enemy 
Measure our confines with such peaceful steps? 
If we prevail, their heads shall pay for it. 
I warrant they have made peace with Bolingbroke. 

Scroop. Peace have they made with him, indeed, my 
lord. 

K. Rich. O villains, vipers, damned without redemp- 
tion! 
Dogs, easily won to fawn on any man ! 
Snakes, in my heart-blood warmed, that sting my heart ! 
Three Judases, each one thrice worse than Judas ! 
Would they make peace? terrible hell' make war 
Upon their spotted souls for this offence ! 

Scroop, Sweet love, I see, changing his property. 
Turns to the sourest and most deadly hate : 
Again uncurse their souls ; their peace is made 
With heads, and not with hands : those whom you curse 
Have felt the wont of death^s destroying wound. 
And lie full low, grav'd in the hollow ground. 

Aunu Is Bushy, Green, and the earl of Wiltshire, 
dead? 

Scroop.'Yea^ all of tbem at Bristol lost their heads. 

Atim, Where is the duke my father with his power? 
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K. Rich. No matter where. Of comfort no man 
4^ speak ; 

Let 'a talk of graves, of worms, and epitaphs ; 
Make dust our paper, and with rainy eyes 
Write sorrow on the bosom of the earth. 
Let 's choose executors, and talk of wills : 
And yet not so^ — for what can we bequeath, 
Save our deposed bodies to the ground ? 
Our lands, our lives, and all, 'are Bolingbroke's, 
And nothing can we call our own but death ; 
And that small model * of the barren- earth, 
Which serves as paste and cover to our bones. 
For heaven's sake, let us sit upon the ground. 
And tell sad stories of the death of kings : — 
How some have been deposed, some slain in war, 
Some haunted by the ghosts they have depos'd : ^ 
Some poisoned by their wives, some sleeping kill'd ; 
All murther*d : — For within the hollow crown 
That rounds the mortal temples of a king, 
Keeps Death his court ; and there the antic sits, 
Scoffing bis state, and grinning at his pomp, — 
Allowing him a breath, a little scene 
To monarchize, be fear'd> and kill with looks ; 
Infusing him with self and vain conceit, — 
As if this flesh, which walls about our life, 
Were brass impregnable, — and, humour'd thus. 
Comes at the last, and with a little pin 
Bores through his castle walls, and — farewell king ! 
Cover your heads, and mock not flesK &nd blood 
With solemn reverence ; tlirow away respect. 
Tradition, form, and ceremonious duty, 
For you liave but mistook me all this while : 

* Model. The word is, probably, here used fur something 
formed or fashioned. Tlie eartli assumes the shape of the body 
which it covers. 

^ Ohosts tJtry hare depof^d. Ghosts of tliose whom tliey liave 
deposed. 
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I live with bread like you, feel want, taste grief, 

Need friends : — Subjected thus, 

How can you say to me — I am a king? 

Car, My lord, wise men ne'er wail their present woes, 
But presently prevent the ways to w^il. * 
To fear the foe, since fear oppresseth strength, 
Gives, in your weakness, strength unto your foe, 
[And so your follies fight against yourself.] 
Fear, and be slain ; no worse can come, to fight : 
And fight and die, is death destroying death ; 
Where fearing dying pays death servile breadi. 

Aum. My father hath a power, inquire of him ; 
And learn to make a body of a limb. 

K, Rich. Thou chid'st me well :— Proud Bolingbroke, 
I come 
To change blows with thee for our day of doom. 
ITiis ague-fit of fear is over-blown ; 
An easy task it is to win our own. 
Say, Scroop, where lies our uncle with his power? 
Speak sweetly, man, although thy looks be sour. 

Scroop. Men judge by the complexion of the sky 

The state and inclination of the day : 
So may you by my dull and heavy eye ; 

My tongue hath but a heavier tale to say. 
1 play th» torturer, by small and small. 
To lengthen out the worst that must be spoken :— 
Your uncle York is join'd with Bolingbroke ; 
And all your northern castles yielded up. 
And all your southern gentlemen in arms 
Upon his faction. 

K. Rich. Thou hast said enough.— 

Beshrew thee, cousin, which didst lead me forth 

[To Aum. 
Of that sweet way I was in to despair ! 
What say you now ? What comfort have we now % 
By heaven, I '11 hate him everlastingly 
That bids me be of comfort any more. 
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Gh) to Flint castle ; there 1 11 pine away ; 
A king, wpe's slave, shall kingly woe obey. 
That power I have, discharge ; and let them go 
To ear the land *" that hath some hope to grow, 
For I have none : — Let no man speak again 
To alter this, for counsel is but vain. 

Aum. My liege, one word. 

K, Rich, He docs me double wrong 

That wounds me Mrith the flatteries of his tongue. 
Discharge my followers, let them haice. — ^Away, 
From Richard's night to Bolingbroke's fair day. {Ex, 

SCENE in.— Wales. Before Flint Castle. 

Enter, with drum and colours, Bolzngbrokb and 
Forces; York, Northumberland, and others, 

BoUng, So that by this intelligence we learn. 
The Welshmen are dispersed ; and Salisbury 
Is gone to meet the king, who lately landed. 
With some few private friends, upon this coast 

North, The news is very fair and good, my lord ; 
Richard, not far from hence, hath hid his head. 

York. It would beseem the lord Northumberland 
To say, king Richard : Alack the heavy day. 
When such a sacred king should hide his head ! 

North, Your grace mistakes ; only to be brief. 
Left I his title out 

York. The time hath been, 

Would you have been so brief with him, he would 
Have been so brief with you, to shorten you. 
For taking so the head,^ your whole head's length. 

Boling, Mistake not uncle, farther than you should* 

^ Ear the /a»<^— ploagh the land. Ear is the same «8 the 
Latin arare, to plough, to till. Arable is ear-able. 

^ Taking to the head, Johnson thinks that to take the head 
is to takp undue liberties. We incline to Oouce's opinion, that 
the expression means to take away the Sovereign's cAi^titlo. 
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York. Take not, good cousin, farther than you should, 
Lest you mis-take : The heavens are o^er your head. 

Bolmg, I know it^ uncle ; and oppose not myself 
Against their will.— But who comes here % 

Enter Percy. 

Welcome, Harry : what^ will not this castle yield ? 

Percy. The castle royally is mann'd, my lord, 
Against thy entrance. 

BoUng, Royally f 
Why, it contains no king? 

Percy. Yes, my good lord, 

It doth contain a king ; king Richard lies 
Within the limits of yon lime and stone : 
And with him the loid Aumerle, lord Salisbury, 
Sir Stephen Scroop ; besides a clergyman 
Of holy reverence, who, I cannot learn. 

North. Oh ! belike it is the bishop of Carlisle. 

BoUng. Noble lord, [To NoBTa. 

Gro to the rude ribs of that ancient castle : 
Through brazen trumpet send the breath of parle 
Into his ruin'd ears, and thus deliver. 
Henry Bolingbroke 

Upon his knees doth Idss king Richard's hand ; 
Axid sends allegiance, and true faith of heart, 
To his most royal person : hither come 
Even at his feet to lay my arms and power ; 
Provided that, my banishment repeal d. 
And lands restored again, be freely granted : 
If not, I '11 use the advantage of my power, 
And lay the summer's dust with showers of blood,^ 
Rain'd from the wounds of slaughtered Englishmen ; 
The which, how far off from the mind of Bolingbroke* 
It is such crimson temjpest should bedrench 
The fresh green lap of fair king Richard's laud, 
My stooping duty tenderly shidl show. 
Go, signify as much ; while here we march 
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Upon the grassy carpet of this plain. 

[North, aavances to the castle with a trumpet. 
Let *8 march without the noise of threatening drum, 
That from this castle's totter'd * battlements 
Our fair appointments may be well perused. 
Methinks, king Richard and myself should meet 
With no less terror than the elements 
Of fire and water, when their thuhd'ring shock 
At meeting tears the cloudy cheeks of heaven. 
Be he the fire, I '11 be the yielding water : 
The rage be his, while on the earth I rain 
My waters ; on the earth, and not on him. 
March on, and mark king Richard bow he looks. 

A parle sounded, and answered by another trumpeA 
within. Flourish. Enter on the walls 'Kiva'RicB.AJiih 
the Bishop ov Carlisle, Aumerle, Scroop, and 
Salisbury. 

York. See, see, king Richard doth himself appear, 
As doth the blushing discontented sun, 
From out the fiery portal of the east ; 
When he perceives the envious/clouds are bent 
To dim his glory, and to stain the track 
Of his bright passage to the Occident. 
Yet looks he like a king ; behold, his eye, 
As bright as is the eagle's, lightens forth 
Controlling majesty ; Alack, alack, for woe, 
That any harm should stain so fair a show I 

K. Rich. We are amaz'd ; and thus long have w« 
stood 
To watch the fearful bending of thy knee, [ To Norta 
Because we thought ourself thy lawful king : 
And if we be, how dare thy joints forget 
To pay their awful duty to our presence f 
If we be not, show us the hand of God 
ciniS^^^^* for tottering; the passive for the active pwli- 
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That hath dismiss'd us from our stewardship , 

For well we know, no hand of blood and bone 

Can gripe the sacred handle of our sceptre, 

Unless he do profane, steal, or usurp. 

And though you think that all, as you have done, 

Have torn their souls, by turning them from us, 

And we are barren, and bereft of friends ; 

Yet know, — my master, Grod omnipotent, 

Is mustering in his clouds, on our behalf, 

Armies of pestilence ; and they shall strike 

Your children yet unborn, and unbegot, 

That lift your vassal hands against my head. 

And threat the glory of my precious crown. 

Tell Bolingbroke, (for yond', metliinks, he is,) 

That every stride he makes u|X)n my land 

Is dangerous treason : He is come to ope 

The purple testament of bleeding war ; 

But ere the crown he looks for live in peace. 

Ten thousand bloody crowns of mothers' sons 

Shall ill become the flower of England's face ; 

Change the complexion (tf her maid-pale peace 

7*0 scarlet indignation, and bedew 

Her pastures' grass with faithful English blood. 

North. The king of heaven forbid, our lord the king 
Should so with civil and uncivil arms 
Be rush'd upon ! Thy thrice-noble cousin, 
Harry Bolingbroke, doth humbly kiss thy hand 
And by the honourable tomb he swears, 
That standsnipon your royal grandsire's bones ; 
And by the royalties of both your bloods. 
Currents that spring from one most gracious head ; 
And by the buried hand of warlike Gaunt ; 
And by the worth and honour of himself, 
Comprising all that may be sworn or said, — 
His coming hither hath no further scope. 
Than for his lineal royalties, and to beg 
Enfranchisement immediate on his knees; 
VOL. IT. -v 
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Which on thy royal party granted once, 
His glittering arms be will commend to rust. 
His barbed steeds to stables, and his heart 
To faithful service of your majesty. 
This swears he, as he is a prince, is just ; 
And, as I am a gentleman, I credit him. 

K. Etch. Northumberland, say, — thus the king re- 
turns : — 
His noble cousin is right welcome hither ; 
And all the number of his fair demands 
Shall be accomplished without contradiction : 
With all the gracious utterance thou hast. 
Speak to his gentle hearing kind commends. — 
We do debase ourself, cousin, do we not, [ To Aumerlb. 
To look so poorly, and to speak so lair? 
Shall we csdl back Northumberland, and send 
Defiance to the traitor, and so die f 

Aum. No, good my lord ; let *s fight with gentle 
words. 
Till time lend friends, and friends their helpful swords. 

K, Rich. O God! O God! that e'er this tongue of 
mine, 
That laid the sentence of dread banishment 
On yon proud man, should take it off again 
With words of sooth !* O, that I were as great 
As is my grief, or lesser than my name ! 
Or that I could forget what I have been ! 
Or not remember what I must be now I 
Swell'st thou, proud heart? 1 11 give thee scope to beat, 
Since foes have scope to beat both thee and me. 

Aum. Northiunberland comes back fiom BoHng- 
broke. 

K, Rich, What must the king do now % Must he 
submit ? 
The king shall do it. Must he be deposed t 
The king shall be contented : Must he lose 
■ fFordt qfsoothr-^ordM of anent— assuaging, soothing woids* 
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The name of king ? o' God^s name, let it go : 

I '11 give my jewels, for a set of beads ; 

My gorgeous palace, for a hermitage ; 

My gay apparel, for an alms-man's gown ; 

My figur'd goblets, for a dish of wood ; 

My sceptre, for a palmer's walking-stafif ; 

My subjects, for a pair of carved saints ; 

And my large kingdom, for a little grave, 

A little little grave, an obscure grave : — 

Or I '11 be buried in the king's highway. 

Some way of common trade,* where subjects' feet 

May hourly trample on their sovereign's head : 

For on my heart they tread, now whilst I live; 

And, buried once, why not upon my head? 

Aumerle, thou weep'st ; My tender-hearted cousin !— 

We '11 make foul weather with despised tears ; 

Our sighs, and they, shall lodge the summer com, 

And make a dearth in this revolting land. 

Or shall we play the wantons with our woes. 

And make some pretty match with shedding tears ? 

As thus ; — To drop them still upon one place, 

Till they have fretted us a pair of graves 

Within the earth ; and, therein laid, — " There liea 

Two kinsmen, digg'd their graves with weeping eyes 'J'* 

Would not this ill do well ?— Well, well, I see 

I talk but idly, and you mock at me. — 

Most mighty prince, my lord Northumberland, 

What says king Bolingbroke ? will his majesty 

Give Richard leave to live till Richard die ? 

You make a leg, and Bolingbroke says — ay. 

North. My lord, in the base court'* he doth attend 
To speak with you ; may 't please you to come down? 

K. Rich, Down, down, I come; like glistering 
Phaeton, 

* Some way of common trade. The original meaning of traiie 
is .1 course— a patli traded or trodden continuously. 
b Base 5<wrt— lower court — bas cour. 
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Wanting the manage of unruly jades. 

[North, retires to Bolino. 
In the base court ? Base court, where kings grow base. 
To come at traitors' calls, and do them grace. 
In the base court ? Come down? Down court! down 

king ! 
For night-owls shriek, where mounting laiks should 
sing. [Exeunt fi'om above. 

Boling. What says his majesty? 
North. Soti'ow and grief of heart 

Makes him speak fondly, like a frantic man : 
Yet he is come. 

ErUer Kinq Richard, and his Attendants below. 

Boling. Stand all apart. 

And show fair duty to his majesty. 

My gracious lord, — [Kneeling. 

K. Rich. Fair cousin, you debase your princely knee^ 
To make the base earth proud with kissing it : 
Me rather had my heart might feel your lo\'e, 
Than my unpleas'd eye see your courtesy. 
Up, cousin, up ; your heart is up, I know 
Thus high at least [touching his ovm head] although 
your knee be low. 

Boling. My gracious lord, I come but for mine o^m. 

K. Rich. Your ovm. is yours, and I am your«, and 
all. 

Boling. So far be mine, my most redoubted lord^ 
As my true service shall deserve your love. 

K. Rich. Well you deserve : — ^They well deserve to 
have 
Tliat know the strongest and surest way to get. 
Uncle, give me your hand : nay, dry your eyes ; 
Tears show their love, but want their remedies. — 
Cousin, I am too young to be yoiu: father, 
Though you are old enough to be my heir. 
What you will have, I '11 give, and willing too j 
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For do we must what force will have us do.— <• 
Set on towards London : — Cousin, is it so ? 

Boling. Yea, my good lord. 

K. Rich. Then I must not say no. 

[Flourish, ExeuTiL 

SCENE IV.— Langley. The Duke 0/ York's 
Garden. 

Enter the Queen and two Ladies. 

Queen. What sport shall we devise here in this 
garden, 
To drive away the heavy tliought of care f 

1 Lady. Madam, we '11 play at bowls. 

Queen. 'T will make mc think the world is full of 
rubs. 
And that my fortune runs Against the bias. 

1 Lady. Madam, we '11 dance. 

Queen. My legs can keep no measure in delight, 
When my poor heart no measure keeps in grief : 
Therefore, no dancing, girl •, some other sport. 

1 Lady. Madam, we '11 tell tales. 

Queen, Of sorrow, or of joy ? 

1 Lady. Of either, madam. 

Queen. Of neither, girl : 

For if of joy, being altogether wanting, 
It doth remember me the more of sorrow ; 
Or if of grief, being altogether had. 
It adds more sorrow to my want of joy : 
For what I have, I need not to repeat ; 
And what I want, it boots not to complain. 

1 Lady. Madam, I '11 sing. 

Queen. 'T is well that thou hast cause ; 

But thou shouldst please me better wouldst thou weep. 

1 Lady. I could weep, madam, would it do you 
good. 
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Queen. And I could sing,* would weeping do me 
good. 
And never borrow any tear of thee. 
But itay, here come the gardeners : 
Let 's step into the shadow of these trees. — 

Enter a Gardener and two Servants. 

My wretchedness unto a row of pins, 
.They '11 talk of state : for every one doth so 
Against a change : Woe is forerun with woe. 

[Queen and Ladies retire, 

Gard. Go, bind thou up yon' dangling apricocka^ 
Which, like unruly children, make tiieir sire 
Stoop with oppression of their prodigal weight : 
Give some supportance tp the bending twigs. 
Gro thou, and, like an executioner. 
Cut oflf the heads of too-fast-growing sprays, 
That look too lofty in our common\{realth : 
All must be even in our govemmoit. 
You thus employed, I will go root away 
The noisome weeds, that without profit suck 
The soil's fertility ftom wholesome flowers. 

1 Serv. Why should we, in the compass of a pale. 
Keep law, and form, and due proportion, 
Showing, as in a model, our firm estate? 
When our sea-walled garden, the whole land. 
Is full of weeds ; her fairest flowers chok'd up^ 
Her fruit-trees all unprun'd, her hedges ruin'd. 
Her knots disorder'd,^ and her wholesome herbs 
Swarming with caterpillars ? 

Gard. Hold thy peace :-^ 

* And I could sitiff. If my griefs were removed by weeping^ — 
if my tears could take away my sorrow,— I should be ready to 
sing» — I could sing, and then, ray sorrows being past, I would 
"never borrow any tear of thee."— not ask thee to weep, as I 
did] list now. *^ 

the iSoS! ^^^^'^' Th» symmetrical beds of a garden were 
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He that hath suffered this disordered spring 

Hath now himself met with the fall of leaf : 

The weeds, that his broad-spreading leaves did shelter, 

That seem'd in eating him to hold him up, 

Are pluck'd up, root and all, by Bolingbroke ; 

I mean the earl of Wiltshire, Bushy, Green. 

1 Serv, What^ are they dead? 

Gard. They are ; 

And Bolingbroke hath seiz'd the wasteful king. — 
Oh ! what pity is it, 

That he had not so trimm'd and dressed his land, 
As we this garden ! We at time of year 
Do wound file bark, the skin of our fniit-trees ; 
Lest, being over-proud with sap and blood. 
With too much riches it confound itself: 
Had he done so to great and growing men, 
They might have liv'd to bear, and he to taste, 
Their fruits of duty. Superfluous branches 
We lop away, that bearing boughs may live : 
Had he done so, himself had borne the crown. 
Which waste and idle hours hath quite thrown down.^ 

I Serv. What, think you then^ the king shall be de- 
posed? 

Gard, Depress'd he is already ; and depos'd, 
'T is doubt, he will be : Letters came last night 
To a dear friend of the good duke of York's, 
That tell black tidings. 

Qtieen. O, I am pressed to death through want of 
speaking ! — 
Thou, old Adam's likeness, [coming from her conceal- 
ment] set to dress this garden. 
How dares thy harsh-rude tongue sound this unpleasing 

news? 
What Eve, what serpent hath suggested thee 
To make a second fall of cursed man f 
Why dost thou say king Richard is depos'd ? 
Dar'st thou, thoTi little better thing than earth. 
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Divine liis downfall ? Say where, when, and liow 
Cam'st thou by these ill-tidings ? speak, thou wretch. 

Gard. Pardon me, madam : little joy have I 
To breathe these news : yet what I say is true. 
King Richard, he is in the mighty hold 
Of Bolingbroke ; their fortunes both are weighed : 
In your lord's scale is nothing but himself. 
And some few vanities that make him light ; 
But in the balance of great Bolingbroke, 
Besides Iiimseli^ are all the English peers. 
And with that odds he weighs king Richard down. 
Post you to London, and you 11 find it so : 
I speak no more than every one doth know. 

Queen. Nimble mischance, that art so light of foot. 
Doth not thy embassage belong to me, 
And am I last that knows it ? O, thou think st 
To serve me last, that I may longest keep 
Thy sorrow in my breast. Come, ladies, go. 
To meet at London London's king in woe. 
What, was I born to this ! that my sad look 
Should grace the triumph of great Bolingbroke ? 
Gardener, for telling me this news of woe, 
I would the plants thou graft'st may never grow. 

[Exeunt Queen and Ladies. 

Gard. Poor queen ! so that thy state might be no 
worse, 
I would my skill were subject to thy curse. — 
Here did she drop a tear \ here, in this place, 
1 11 set a bank of rue, sour herb of grace : 
Rue, even for ruth, here shortly shall be seen, 
In the remembrance of a weeping queen. \Exeu7\t 
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ACT IV. 

SCENE I.— -London. Westminster Hall. The Lords 
spiritual on the right aide of the throne ; the Lords 
temporal 07% the left ; the Commons beloio. 

Efiter BoLiNOBROKB, AuuERLE, Surrey, North- 
umberland, Percy, Fitzwatbr, another Lord, 
Bishop op Carlisle, Abbot of Westminster, 
and Attendants. Officers behind with Baoot. 

Bolinff. Call forth Bagot. 
Now, Bagot, freely speak thy mind j 
What thou dost know of noble Gloster's death ; 
Who wrought it with the king, and who perform'd 
The bloody office of his timeless^ end. 

Bagot. Then set before my face the lord Aumerle. 

Boling. Cousin, stand forth, and look upon that man. 

Bagot. My lord Aumerle, I know your daring tongue 
Scorns to unsay what it hatii once delivered. 
In that dead time when Gloster's death was plotted, 
I heard you say, — Is not my arm of length. 
That reacheth from the restful English court 
As far as Calais, to my uncle's head ? — 
Amongst much other talk, that vei^ time, 
I heard you say, that you had rather refuse 
The offer of an hundred thousand crowns. 
Than Bolingbroke's return to England ; 
Adding withal, how bless'd this land would be 
In this your cousin's death. 

Aum. Princes, and noble lords, 

What answer shall I make to this base man f 
Shall I so much dishonour my fair stars, 

* TtW/^w— untimely. 
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On equal terms to give him cbastisement 1 
Either I must, or have mine honour soiled 
With the attainder of his slanderous lips. 
There is my gage, the manual seal of death, 
That marks ^ee out for hell : I say, thou liest, 
And will maintain what thou hast said is false, 
In thy heart-blood, though being all too base 
To stain the temper of my knightly sword. 

Boling. Bagot, forbear, thou shalt not take it up. 

Awn. Excepting one, I would he were tbe best 
In all this presence, that hath mov^d me so. 

Fitz. If that thy valour stand on sympathies,* 
There is my gag^ Anmerle^ in gi^ to thine : 
])y that fair sim that shows me where thou stand'st, 
1 heard thee say, and vauntingly thou spaVst it, 
That thou wei-t cause of noble Gloster's death. 
If thou deny'st it, twenty times thou liest; 
iVnd I will turn thy falsehood to thy heart, 
"Where it was forged, with my rapier^s point. 

Aum. Thou dar'st not, coward, live to see the day. 

Fitz. Now, by my soul, I would it were this hour. 

Aum. Fitzwater, thou art damned to hell for this. 

Percy. Aumerle, thou liest ; his honour is as trae, 
In this appeal, as thou art all unjust : 
And, that thou art so, there I throw my gage, 
To prove it on thee to the extrraaest point 
Of mortal breathing 3 seize it^ if thou dar^st. 

Aum, And if I do not, may my hands rot off. 
And never brandish more revengeful steel 
Over the glittering helmet of my foe ! 

[Lord. I task the earth ^ to the like, forsworn Aumerle; 
AioA. spur thee on with foil as many lies 
A& may be holla'd in thy treacherous ear 

u ^"*P^t^i^- Sympathy is, passion with,— mutual panion. 
° ^askt/ie earth. When the lord threw down his iram. hi 
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From smi to sun ;* there is my honour^s pawn 
Engage it to the trial, if thou dar'st. 

Aum. Who sets^me else ? by heaven, 1 11 throw at all : 
I have a thousand spirits in one breast^ 
To answer twenty tliousand such as you.] 

Surrey, My lord Fitzwater, I do remember well 
The very time Aumerle and you did talk. 

Fitz, 1l is very true : you were in presence then ; 
And ycu can witness with me, this is true. 

Surrey, As false, by heaven, as heaven itself is true. 

Fxtz. Surrey, thou liest. 

Surrey. Dishonourable boy \ 

That lie shall lie so heavy on my sword. 
That it shall render vengeance and revenge. 
Till thou the lie-giver, and that lie, do lie 
In earth as quiet as thy father's skull. 
In proof whereof, there is my honour's pawn ; 
Engage it to the trial, if thou dar'st. 

Fitz. How fondly dost thou spur a forward horse ! 
If I dare eat, or drink, or breathe, or live, 
I dare meet Surrey in a wilderness, 
And spit u{)on him, whilst I say, he lies. 
And lies, and lies : there is my bond of faith. 
To tie thee to my strong correction. 
As I intend to thrive in this new world, 
Aumerle is guilty of my true appeal : 
Besides, I heard the banished Norfolk say 
That thou, Aumerle, didst send two of thy men 
To execute the noble duke at Calais. 

Awn. Some honest Quristian trust me with a gage. 
That Norfolk lies : here do I throw down this, 
If be may be repealed to try his honour. 

Baling. These differences shall all rest imder gage, 
Till Norfolk be repealed : repealed he shall be, 
And, though mine enemy, restored again 

' From nm to sun. The time appointed for the combats of 
chivalry was betwixt the rising and the setting sun. 
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To all his land and seignories ; when he ^s returned, 
Against Aumerle we will enforce his trial. 

Car, That honourable day shall ne'er be seen. 
Many a time hath banished Norfolk fought 
For Jesu Christ ; in glorious Christian field 
Streaming the ensign of the Cliristian cross, 
Against black pagans, Turks, and Saracens : 
And, toiVd witn works of war, retired himself 
To Italy J and there, at Venice, gave 
His body to that pleasant country's earth, 
And his pure soul unto his captain Chris^ 
Under whose colours he had fought so long. 

Bolinff. Why, bishop, is Norfolk dead? 

Car, As sure as I live, my lord. 

Boling, Sweet peace conduct his sweet soul to Xh% 
bosom 
Of good old Abraham ! — Lords appellants, 
Your differences shall all rest under gage, 
Till we assign you to your days of trial. 

Enter York, attended, 

York. Great duke of Lancaster, I come to thee 
From plume-pluck'd Richard ; who with willing soul 
Adopts thee heir, and his high sceptre yields 
To tne possession of thy royal hand : 
Ascend his throne, descending now from him, — 
And long live Henry, of that name the fourth ! 

Boling. In God's name, I '11 ascend tlie regal throne. 

Car. Marry, heaven forbid ! — 
Worst in this royal presence may I speak, 
Yet best beseeming me to speak the truth. 
Would Grod, that any in this noble presence 
Were enough noble to be upright judge 
Of noble Richard ; then true nobleness would 
Learn him forbearance from so foul a wrong. 
What subject can give sentence on his king? 
And who sits here that is not Richard's subject ? 
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Thieves are not judg'd but they are by to hear, 

AltlK)ugh apparent guilt be seen in them : 

And shall tne figure of God's majesty, 

His captain, steward, deputy elect. 

Anointed, crowned, planted many years, 

Be judg'tl by subject and inferior breath. 

And he himself not present ? O, forfend it, God, 

That, in a Christian climate, souls refin'd 

Should show so heinous, black, obscene a deed ! 

I speak to subjects, and a subject speaks, 

Stirr'd up by heaven thus boldly for his king. 

My lord of Hereford here, whom you call king, 

Is a foul traitor to proud Hereford's king : 

And if you crown him, let me prophesy, — 

The blood of English shall manure the ground. 

And future ages groan for this foul act ; 

Peace shall go sleep with Turks and infidels, 

And, in this seat of peace, tumultuous wars 

Shall kin with kin and kind witli kind confound ; 

Disorder, horror, fear, and mutiny, 

Sh411 here inhabit, and this land be call'd 

The field of Golgotha, and dead men's skulls. 

O, if you rear this house against this house. 

It will the woefuUest division prove 

That ever fell upon this cursed earth : 

Prevent it, resist it, and let it not be so, 

Lest child, child's children, cry against you — woe ! 

North. Well have you argued, sir; and, for your 
pains, 
Of capital treason we arrest you here : 
My lord of Westminster, be it your charge 
To keep him safely till his day of trial. 
May 't please you, lords, to grant the commons' suit ? 

Holing. Fetch hither Richard, that in common view 
He may surrender ; so we shall proceed 
Without suspicion. 

York. I will be his conduct. [Exit. 
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Boling, Lords, you that here are under our arrest^ 
Procure your sureties for your days of answer : 
Little are we beholden to your love, [To Carublb. 
And little looked for at your helping hands. 

Re-enter York, vnth Kma Richard, and OflSceo 
hearing the croum, S^c, 

K. Rich, Alack, why am I sent for to a king, 
Before I have shook- off the regal thoughts 
Wherewith I reign'd ? I hardly yet have leam'd 
To insinuate, flatter, bow, and bend my knee :-~ 
Give sorrow leave awhile to tutor me 
To this submission. Yet I will remember 
The favours * of these men : Were they not mine ? 
Did they not sometime cry, all hail! to mel 
So Judas did to Christ : but he, in twelve. 
Found truth in all but one ; I, in twelve thousand, none. 
God save the king ! — ^Will no man say, amen f 
Am I both priest and clerk f well then, amen. 
God save the king ! although I be not he ; 
And yet, amen, if heaven do think him me. — * 
To do what service am I sent for hither? 

York. To do that office, of thine own good will, 
Which tired majesty did make thee offer, — 
The resignation of Iby state and crown 
To Henry Bolingbroke. 

K. Rich. Give me the crown :— Here, cousin, iei« 
the crown ; 
Here, cousin, on this side my hand ; on that side thine. 
Now is this golden crown like a deep well. 
That owes two buckets filling one another ; 
The emptier ever dancing in the air. 
The other down, unseen, and full of water : 
That backet down, and full of tears, am I, 
^rmkmg noy griefs, whilst you mount up on high. 

Bohnff. I thought you had been willing to resign. 
■ •^avotcrt— features— countenanoei. 
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K. Rich. My crown I am, but still my griefs are 
mine : 
You may my glories and my state depose, 
But not my griefs ; still am I king of those. 

Boling. Part of your cares you give me with your 
crown. 

K. Rich. Your cares set up do not pluck my cares 
down. 
My care is loss of care, by old care done ; 
Your care is gain of care, by new care won : 
The cares I give I have, though given away ; 
They tend the crown, yet still with me they stay. 

Boling. Are you contented to resign the crown f 

K. Rich. Ay, no ; — ^no, ay ; for I must nothing be ; 
Therefore no, no, for I resign to thee. 
Now mark me how I will undo myself : — 
I give this heavy weight from oflf my head, 
And this imwieldy sceptre from my hand. 
The pride of kingly sway from out my heart ; 
With mine own tears I wa^ away my balm. 
With mine own hands I give away my crown. 
With mine own tongue deny my sacred state. 
With mine own breath release all dtiteous oaths : 
All pomp and majesty I do forswear ; 
My manors, rents, revenues, I forego j 
My acts, decrees, and statutes, I deny : 
Gbd pardon all oaths that are broke to me ! 
Grpd keep all vows imbroke are made to thee ! 
Make me, that nothing have, with nothing griev*d; 
And thou with all pleas'd, that hast all acluey*dJ 
Long mayst thou live in Richard's seat to sit. 
And soon lie Richard in an earthy pit ! 
God save King Henry unking'd Richard says, 
And send him many years of sunshine days ! 
What more remains I 

North. No more, but that you read 

^Offering a paper. 
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Tliese accusations, and these grievons crimes. 
Committed by your person, and your followers, 
Against the state and profit of this land ; 
That, by confessing them, the souls of men 
May deem that you are worthily deposM. 

K. Rich. Must I do so t and must I ravel out 
My weav'dnip follies ! Gentle Northumberland, 
If thy offences were upon record, 
Would it not shame thee, in so fair a troop, 
To read a lecture of them ? If thou wouldst. 
There shouldst thou find one heinous article^ 
Containing the deposing ^f a king. 
And cracking the strong warrant of an oath, 
Mark'd with a blot, damn*d in the book of heaven : — 
Nay, all of you, that stand and look upon me. 
Whilst that my wretchedness" doth bait myself, 
Though some of you, with Pilate, wash your hands. 
Showing an outward pity ; yet you Pilates 
Have hei-e deliver'd me to my sour cross. 
And water cannot wash away your sin. 

North. Mj lord, despatch ; read o'er these articles. 

K. Rich. Mine eyes are fiill of tears, I cannot see : 
And yet salt water blinds them not so much, 
But tiiey can see a sort* of traitors here. 
Nay, if I turn mine eyes upon myself, * 

I find myself a traitor with the rest: 
For I have given here my souPs consent 
To undeck the pompous body of a king ; 
Made glory base ; a sovereignty a slave ; 
Proud majesty a subject ; state a peasant. 

North. My lord,— — 

K. Rich. No lord of tliine, thou haught, insulting 
man, 
No, nor no man's lord ; I have no name, no title, — 
No, not that name was given me at the font, — 
But 't is usurp'd :~Alack the heavy day, 
" A sort— a company. 
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That I Iiave worn so many winters out, 

And know not now what name to call myself/ 

O, that I were a mockery king of snow. 

Standing before the sun of Bolingbroke, 

To melt myself away in water-drops 1 — 

Good king,— great king, — (and yet not greatly good,) 

An if my word be sterling yet in England, 

Let it command a mirror hither straight. 

That it may show me what a face I have, 

Since it is bankrupt of his majesty. 

Bolinff. Go some of you, and fetch a looking-glass. 
[Exit an Attendant 

North. Read o'er this paper, while tlie glass doth 
come. 

K. Rich, Fiend ! thou torment'st me ere I come to 
hell. 

BoUng. Urge it no more, my lord Northumberland. 

North, Tlie commons will not then be satisfied. 

K, Rich. They shall be satisfied : I '11 read enough, 
When I do see the very book indeed 
Where all my sins are writ, and that 's myself. 

. i?e-en^er Attendant, toitha,glass. 

Give me that glass, and therein will I read. 

No deeper wrinkles yet 1 Hath sorrow struck 

So many blows upon this face of mine. 

And made no deeper wounds ? — O, flattering glass, 

Like to my followers in prosperity, 

Thou dost beguile me ! Was this face the face 

That every day imder his household roof 

Did keep ten thousand men ? Was this the face 

That, like the sun, did make beholders wink % 

Is this the face which fac'd so many follies, 

That was at last outfac'd by Bolingbroke? 

A brittle glory shineth in this face : 

As brittle as the glory is the face ; 

[ Dashes the glass against the ground. 
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For there it is, cracVd in an hundred ahlTen. 
Mark, silent king, the moral of this sport,— 
How soon my sorrow hath destroyed my face. 

BoUng. The shadow of your sorrow hath dQ»troy*d 
The shadow of your face. 

K. Rich, Say tiiat again. 

The shadow of my sorrow ? Ha ! let 's see : — 
'T is very true, my grief lies all within ; 
And these external manners of laments 
Are merely shadows to the unseen grief, 
That swells with silence in the tortur'd soul j 
There lies the suhstance : and I thank thee, king. 
For thy great boimty, that not only giv'st 
Me cause to wail, but teachest me the way 
How to lament the cause. I 11 beg one boon, 
And then be gone, and trouble you no more. 
Shall I obtain it! 

BoUng, Name it, fair cousin. 

K, Rich, Fair cousin f I am greater than a king : 
For when I was a king my flatterers 
Were then but subjects ; being now a eubject, 
I have a king here to my flatterer. 
Bein^ so great, I have no need to beg. 

BoUng. Yet ask. 

K, Rich, And shall I faavet 

Boiling. Tou shall. 

K. Rich. Then give me leave to go. 

BoUng, Whither? 

K, Rich, Whither you will, so I were ftom your 
sights. 

BoUng. Go, some of you, convey him to the Tower. 

K. Rich. O, good! Conveys—Conveyers* ate you 
all, 
Tliat rise thus nimbly by a true king*s fall. 

[Ex. K. Richard, eome Lords, and a Guard. 

ft Conveyers. Conveyer was sometimes used In an ill sense 
—as a fraudulent appropriator of property, a juggler. 
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Boling. On Wednesday next, we solemnly set down 
Our coronation : lords, prepare yourselves. 
\Ex. all but the Abbot, Bishop of Carl., and Auh. 

Abbot. A woeful pageant have we here beheld. 

Car, The woe *8 to come ; the children yet unborn 
Shall feel this day as sharp to them as thorn. 

Aum. You holy clergymen, is there no plot 
To rid the realm of this pernicious blot? 

Abbot Before I freely speak my mind herein, 
Ton shall not only take the sacrament 
To bury mine intents, but to effect 
Whatever I shall happen to devise : — 
'1 see your brows are mil of discontent^ 
Your hearts'of sorrow, and your eyes of tears ; 
Gome home with me to supper ; I will lay 
A plot shall show us all a merry day. [Exeunt 
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ACT V. 

SCENE I.-— London. A Street leading to the Tower. 

Enter Queen and I/adies. 

Queen. This way the king will come ; this is the way 
To Julius Caesar's ill-erected tower, 
To whose flint bosom my condemned lord 
Is doomed a prisoner by proud Bolingbroke : 
Here let us rest, if this rebellious ear^ 
Ha7e any resting for her true king's queen.* 

Enter Kino Richard and Guards. 

But soft, but see, or rather do not see. 

My fair rose wither : Yet look up ; behold ; 

Tliat you in pity may dissolve to dew. 

And wash him fresh again with true-love tears. 

Ah, tliou, the model where old Troy did stand ; 

Thou map of honour; thou king Richard's tomb, 

And not ting Richard j thou most beauteous inn,* 

Why should hard-favour'd grief be lodg'd in thee. 

When triumph is become an alehouse guest ? 

K, Rich. Join not with grief, fair woman, do not so, 
To make my end too sudden : leam, good soul. 
To think our former state a happy dream j 
From which awak'd, the truth of what we are 
Shows us but this : I am sworn brother,^ sweet, 

• Inn, An inn was origioally a dwelling— « place of cover 
or protection. When the qneen opposes the term alehouse to 
vm, she does not mean to discriminate between two classes of 
Itouses of entortainmont, but between a public-house and a 
** beauteous mansion." 

»> Sworn brother. Military adventurers were sometimes 
leagued to share eadi others' fortunes — ^to divide their plunileri 
and even their honours. Tliey were then fiatrei jaratt— sworn 
brothers. 
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To grim necessity ; and he and I 

Will keep a league till death. Hie thee to France, 

And cloister thee in some religious house : 

Our holy lives must win a newr world's crown, 

Which our profane hours here have stricken down. 

Queen, What, is my Richard both in shape and mind 
Transformed and weaken'df Hath Bolingbroke 
Deposed thine intellect ? Hath he been in thy heart 1 
The lion, dying, thrusteth forth his paw, 
And wounds the earth, if nothing else, with rage 
To be o'erpower'd ; and wilt thou, pupil-like. 
Take thy correction mildly f kiss the rod j 
And fawn on rage with base humility. 
Which art a lion, and a king of beasts t 

K. Rich, A king of beasts, indeed ; if aught but 
beasts, 
I had been still a happy king of men. 
Grood sometime queen, prepare thee hence for France ; 
Think I am dead ; and that even here thou tak^st, 
As from my death-bed, my last living leave. 
In winter^s tedious nighte sit by the fire 
With good old folks ; and let them tell the tales 
Of woeful ages, long ago betid : 
And, ere thou bid good night, to quit their grief, 
.Tell thou the lamentable fall of me. 
And send the hearers weeping to their beds. 
For why, the senseless brands will sympathize 
The heavy accent of thy moving tongue. 
And, in compassion, weep the fire out : 
And some will mourn in ashes, some coal-black. 
For the deposing of a rightful king. 

Enter Xorthumbbrland, attended. 

North, My lord, the mind of Bolingbroke is changed j 
You must to Pomfi«t, not unto the Tower. 
And, madam, there is order ta^en for you ; 
With all swift speed you must away to France. 
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JLRich. Northumberlaady thou ladder wherewithal 
The mounting Bolingbroke asoends my throne^ 
The time shall not jbe many hours of age 
More than it is, ere foul lin, gathering head. 
Shall break into comiptiou : thou sbalt think, 
Though he divide the realm, and give thee half, 
It is too little, helping him to all : 
And he shall think tluit thou, which know'st the way 
To plant unrightful kings, wilt know again, 
Being ne'er so litde uxg'd ano&er way, 
To pluck him headlong from the usurped tlux>ne. 
The love of wicked friends converts to fear } 
That fear to hate ; and hate turns one, or both, 
To worthy danger, and deserved death. 

North, My gmlt be on my head, and there an end. 
Take leave, and part ; for you must part forthwith. 

K, Rich, Doubly divorced ? — Bad men, ye violate 
A twofold marriage \ 'twixt my crown and me \ 
And then betwixt me and my married wife. 
]pet me unkiss the oath 'twixt thee and me; 
And yet not so, for with a kiss 4^ was made*' 
Part us, Northumberland ; I towards the north. 
Where shivering cold and sickness pines the clime j 
My queen to France ; from whence, set forth in pomp 
She came adorned hither like sweet May, 
Sent back like Hallowmas,^ or shortest of day. 

Queen, And must we be divided? must we partf 

K. Rich. Ay, hand from hand, my love^ and hsart 
from heart 

Queen. Banish us both, and send the king with me. 

North. That were some love, but little policy. 

Queen. Then whither he goes thither let me go. 

K. Rich, So two, together weeping, make one woe. 

* The kiss whs an established form of tho ancient ceremony 
of aflBancing. 
^ HaUoumas. The first of Novetoben— Opposed to **tmwt 
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Weep thou for me iu France, I for thee here ; 

Better far off than near, be ne'er the near'.* 

Go, count thy way with sighs ; I mine with groans. 

Queen, So longest way shall have the longest moans. 

K, Rich, Twice for one step I *11 groan, the way being 
short, 
And piece the way out with a heavy heart. 
Gome^ come^ in wooing soirow let *s be brief, 
Since, weddmg it, there is such length in grief. 
One kiss shall stop our. mouths, and dumbly part ; 
Thus give I mine, and thus take I thy heart [ They kU». 

Queen, Give me mine own again ; ^t were no good 
part. 
To take on me to keep, and kill thy heart. {KUe again. 
So, now I have mine own again, begone, 
That I may strive to kill it with a groan. 

K, Rich, We make woe wanton with this fond delay ; 
Once more, adieu ; the rest let sorrow say. [Exeunt* 

SCENE II.— Ti^e same. A Room in the Duke of 
York'* Palace, 

Enter York and his Ducbsss. 

Dueh. Hy lord, you told me you would tell the rest, 
When weepmg made you break the story off 
Of our two cousins coming into London. 

York, Where did I leavet 

Dueh, At that sad stop, my lord, 

Where rude misgoverned hands, from windows^ topi, 
liirew dust and rubbish on king Richard's head. 

York. Then, as I said, the duke, great Bolingbroke, 
Mounted upon a hot and fiery steed, 
Which his aspiring rider seem'd to know, 
With slow, but stately pace, kept on his course, 

■ Ne*er tlie near*. Some deem this a proverbial axpresaion, 
meaning not nearer to good. It appears to us here to mean 
'* never the nearer." 
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While all tongues cried — God save thee, Bolingbroke! 
Tou would have thought the very windows spake^ 
So many greedy looks of young and old 
Through casements darted their desiring eyes 
Upon his visage ; and that all the walls, 
With painted imagery, had said at once,— . 
Jesu peserve thee! welcome, Bolingbroke ! 
Whilst he, from one side to the other turning. 
Bare-headed, lower than his proud steed's neck, 
Bespake them thus, — I thank you, countrymen : 
And thus still doing, thus he pass'd along. 

Dtick, Alas, poor Richanli where rides he the 
whilst f 

York, As in a theatre, the eyes of men, 
After a well-graced actor leaves the stage. 
Are idly bent on him that enters next, 
Thinking his prattle to be tedious : 
Even so, or with much more contempt, men's eyes 
Did scowl on Richard ; no man cried, God save him ; 
No joyful tongue gave him his welcome home : 
But dust was thrown upon his sacred head ; , 
Which witli such gentle sorrow he shook off. 
His face still combating with tears and smiles, 
The badges of his grief and patience. 
That had not Grod, for some strong purpose, steel' d 
The hearts of men, they must perforce have melted^ 
And barbaiism itself have pitied him. 
But heaven hath a hand in these events ; 
To whose high will we bound our calm contents. 
To Bolingbroke are we sworn subjects now, 
Whose state and honour I for aye allow. 

Enter Au merle. 

Duch, Here comes my son Aumerle. 

York. Aumerle that was; 

But that is lost, for being Richaid's friend. 
And, madam, you must call him Rutland now : 
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I am m parliament pledge for his truth, 
And lasting fealty to the new-made king. 

Duch. Welcome, my son : Who are the violets now 
That strew the green lap of the new-come spring? 

Aum. Madam, I know not, nor I greatly care not ; 
God knows, I had as lief be none, as one. 

Yoi'k, Well, bear you well in this new spring of time, 
Lest you be cropp'd before you come to prime. 
What news from Oscford? hold those justs and triumphs t 

Aum. For aught I know, my lorc^ they do. 

York. You will be there, I know. 

Aum, If God prevent it not ; I purpose so. 

York. What seal is that that hangs without thy 
bosom !• 
Tea, look'st thou pale? let ij^e see the writing. 

Aum, My lord, 't is nothmg. 

York, No matter then who sees it : 

I will be satisfied,*-let me see the writing. 

Aum, I do beseech your grace to pardon me ; 
It is a matter of small consequence, 
Which for some reasons I would not have seen. 

York, Which, for some reasons, sir, I mean to see. 
I fear, I fear, — 

Duch, What should you feiur? 

*T is notliing but some bond, tiiat he is entered into 
- For gay apparel, 'gainst the triumph. 

York, ^und to himself? what doth he with a bond 
That he is bound to ? Wife, thou art a fool. — 
• Boy, let me see the writing. 

Aum, I do beseech you, pardon me; I may not 
show it. 

York. I will be satisfied ; let me see it^ I say. 

[SruUchea it, and reads. 
Treason ! foul treason ! — ^villain ! traitor ! slave ! 

* The seal was formerly not impressed on the deed itself, bat 
attached to it by a slip of parchment. The Great Seal is ap- 
plied in a similar manner at the present day. 
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Duch, What *s the matter, my lord 9 
York, Ho ! who 'a within thei« 1 



'Enter a Servant 

Saddle my horse. 
Hearen for his mercy ! what treachery is here ! 

Duch. Why, what is % my lordf 

York. Giye me my boots, I say j saddle my horse:— > 
Now by my honour, by my life, my troth, 
I will appeach the villain. [Exit Servant 

Duch. ^ What 's the matter ? 

York. Peace, foolish woman. 

Dwh. I will not peace ; — ^What is the matter, son ^ 

Awn. Good mother, be content; it is no more 
Than my poor life must answer. 

Duch, Thy life answer* 

Re-enter Servant, toith boots. 

York, Brinfif me my boots, I will unto the king« 

Duch. Strike him, Aumerle. — Poor boy, thou art 
amazed : 
Hence, villain ; never more come in my sight.—- 

[To the Servant 

York. Give me x^y boots, I say. 

Duch. Why, York, what wilt thou do ? 
Wilt thou not hide the trespass of thine own t 
Have we more sons I or are we like to havef 
Is not my teeming date drunk up with time t 
And wilt thou pluck my fiur ton from mine age, 
And rob me of a happy mother^s name 1 
Is he not like thee 9 is he not thine own 1 

York. Thou fond mad woman, 
Wilt thou conceal this dark conspiracy ? 
A dozen of them here have ta*en the sacrament. 
And interchangeably set down their handsy 
To kill the king at Oxford. 

Duch. He shall be none ; 

We '11 keep him here : Then what is that to him I 
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York* Away, 
Fond woman ! were he twenty times my son 
I would appeach him. 

Duch, Hadst thou gtoan^d for him, 

As I have done, thou ^dst be more pitiful. 
But now I know thy mind ; thou cloBt suspect 
That I have been disloyal to thy bed, 
And that he is a bastard, not thy son : 
Sweet York, sweet husband, be not of that mind : 
He is as like thee as a man may be, 
Not like to m^ or any of my kin, 
And yet I love him. 

York, Make way, unruly woman. [Exit, 

Dtuh. After, Aumerle ; mount thee upon his horse i 
Spur, post ; and get before him to the king, 
iuid Mg thy pardon ere he do accuse thee. 
I ^11 not be long behind; though I be old, 
I doubt not but to ride as fast as York : 
And never will I rise up from the ground, 
Till Bolingbroke have paidon'd thee : Away ; 
Begone. [Exeunt, 

SCENE III.— Windsor. A Room in the Cattle, 

Enter Bolxmobrokb, as King ; Percy, and other 
Iiords. 

Boling. Can no man tell of my unthrifty son 1 
*T is full three months since I did see him last : 
If any plague hang over us, 't is he. 
I would to Heaven, my lords, he might be found : 
Inquire at London, 'mongst die taverns there^ 
For there, iiiey say, he daily doth frequent^ 
With unrestrained loose companions — 
Even such, they sav, as stand in narrow lanes, 
And beat our wktch, and rob our passengers ; 
While he, young, wanton, and effeminate boy. 
Takes on the point of honour, to support 
So dissolute a crew. 
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Percy, My lord, some two days since I sav the 
prince, 
And told him of these triumphs held at Oxford, 

Boling. And what said the gallant ? 

Percy. His answer was, — he would imto the stews, 
And from the commonest creature pluck a glove. 
And wear it as a favour ; and with that 
He would unhorse the lustiest challenger. 

BoUng, As dissolute as desperate : yet through both 
I see some sparkles of a better hope, 
Which elder days may happily bring forth. 
But who comes here ? 

-Enter Auhbalb, hattUy. 

Aum. Where is the king^ 

Boling. What means 

Our cousin, that he stares and looks so wildly 1 

Aum. God save your grace. I do beseech your ma- 
jesty, 
To have some conference with your grace alone. 

Boling. Withdraw yourselves, and leave us here alone. 
[Exeunt Percy and Lords. 
What is the matter with our cousin now ? 

Aum. For ever may my knees grow to the earth, 

\KneeU, 
My tongue cleave to my roof within my mouth, 
Unless a pardon, ere I rise, or speak. 

Boling. Intended, or committed, was tliis fault 
If on the first, how heinous ere it be. 
To win thy after-love, I pardon thee. 

Aum. Then give me leave that I may turn the key, 
That no man enter till my tale be done. 

Boling. Have thy desire. [Auubri.b locks the door 

York. [fVithin.'l My liege, beware; look to thyself} 
Thou hast a traitor in tJiy presence there. 

Boling. Villain, I '11 make thee safe. IDramng. 

Aum. Stay thy revengeful hand ; 
Thou hast no cause to fear. 
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York* [Within,'] Open the door, secure, fool-liardy 
Tcing; 
Shall I, for love, speak treason to thy face ? 
Open the door, or I will break it open. 

[BoLiNGBBOKB cpcns the door, 

. Enter York. 

Baling, What is the matter, uncle ? speak ; 
Recover breath ; tell us how near is danger. 
That we may arm us to encounter it. 

York. Peruse this writing here, and thou shaltknow 
The treason that my haste forbids me show. 

Aum, Remember, as thou read'st, thy promise past ; 
I do repent me ; read not my name there, 
My heart is not confederate with my hand. 

York, It was, villain, ere thy hand did set it down.— • 
I tore it from the traitor's bosom, king ; 
Fear, and not love, begets his penitence : 
Forget to pity him, lest thy pity prove 
A serpent that will sting thee to the heart. 

Boling, O heinous, strong, and bold conspiracy ! 
O loyal father of a treacherous son ! 
Thou sheer,* immaculate, and silver fountain. 
From whence this stream through muddy passages 
Hath held his current, and deM'd himself! 
Tiiy overflow of good converts to bad ; 
And thy abundant goodness shall excuse 
This deadly blot in thy digressing son. 

York, So shall my virtue be his vice's bawd ; 
And he shall spend mine honour with his shame. 
As thriftless sons their scraping father^s gold. 
Mine honour lives when his dishonour dies. 
Or my sham'd life in his dishonour lies ; 
Thou kill'st me in his life, giving him breath, 
The traitor lives, the true man 's put to death. 

a Sheer means separated, unmingled, free from admixture— 
and thos pure. 
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Duch» [TTt^Aw.] Wbatho, my Uege! for heaven's 
sake let me in. 

Boling. What shriU-voic'd suppliant make« thU eager 
cryf 

Duch. A woman, and thine aunt, great king; 't is I. 
Speak with me, pity me, open the door : 
A beggar begs that never begg'd before. 

Boling. Our scene is altered, — ^from a serious thing, 
And now changed to ** The Beggar and the King." 
My dangerous cousin, let your mother in ; 
I know she *8 come to pray for youjr foul sin. 

York, If thou do pardon, whosoever pray 
More sins, for this forgiveness, prosper may. 
This festered joint cut off, the rest rests sound ; 
This, let alone, will all the rest confound. 

Enter Duohsss, 
I>uch» O king, believe not this hard-hearted, man ; 
Love, loving not itself, none other can. 

York, Thou frantic woman, what dost thou make 
here? 
Shall thy old dugs once more a traitor rearf 
Duch, Sweet York, be patient. Hear me, gentle 
liege. [Kneels, 

Boling. Rise up, good aunt. 

JDmch. Not yet, I thee beseech : 

For ever will I kneel upon my knees. 
And never see day that the happy sees, 
Till thou give joy ; until thou bid me joy, 
By pardoning Rutland, my transgressing boy. 
Aum. Unto my mother's prayers I b^d my knee. 

[KneeU. 
York. Against them both my true joints bended be. 

[Kneels. 
[Ill mayst thou thrive, if thou grant any grace !] 

Duch. Pleads he in earnest? look upon his face; 
His eyes do drop no tears, his prayers are in je»t ; 
His words come from his moutn, ours from our breast : 
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He prays but. faintly, and would be denied ; 

We pray with heart, and soul, and all beside : 

^is weary joints would gladly rise^ I know ; 

Our knees shall kneel till to liie ground they grow : 

His prayers are full of false hypocrisy ; 

Ours of true zeal and deep integrity. 

Our prayers do out-pray his; then let them have 

That mercy which true prayers ought to have. 

BoUng. Good aunt, stand up. 

Duch, Nay, do not say<— stand up ; 

But pardon, first ; and afterwards, stand up. 
An if I were thy nurse, thy tongue to teach, 
Pardon — should be the first word of thy speech, 
I never longed to hear a word till now ; 
Say — pardon, king : let pity teach thee how : 
The word is short, but not so short as sweet ; 
No word like mrdon, for kings' mouths so meet. 

York, Speak it in French, king : saj, pardonnez nioy, 

Dttch, Dost thou teach pardon pardon to destroy ? 
Ah, my sour husband, my hard-hearted lord. 
That settVt the word itself against the word! 
Speak, pardon, as 't is current in our land ; 
Tne chopping French * we do not understand. 
Thine eye begins to speak, set thy tongue there : 
Or, in thy piteous heart plant thou thine ear ; 
That, hearing how our plaints and prayers do pierce, 
Pity may move thee pardon to rehearse. 

Boling, Grood amit, stand up. 

Duch. , I do not sue to stand. 

Pardon is all the suit I have in hand. 

BoUng, I pardon him, as heaven shall pardon me. 

Duck, O happy vantage of a kneeling knee I 
Yet am I sick for fear : speak it again ; 
Twice saying pardon doth not pardon twain. 
But makes one pardon strong. 

' Chopping French. Chopping is here used in the sense of 
changing, which is derived from cheaping, trafficking. We still 
say a ending wind 
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Baling, With all my heart 

I pardon him. 

D%tch. A god on earth thou art. 

Boting. Bat for our trusty brother-io'law, and the 
abbot, 
With all the rest of that consorted crew, 
Destruction straight shall dog them at the heels. 
Good tmcle, help to order several powers 
To Oxford, or where'er these traitors are : 
They shall not live within this world, I swear, 
But I will have "them, if I once know where. 
Uncle, farewell, — and cousin, too, adieu : 
Your mother well bath pray'd, and prove you true. 

Duck, Come, my old son; — I pray Heaven make 
thee new. [Exeunt, 

SCENE IV. 
Enter Exton and a Servant. 
Exton. Didst thou not mark the king, what words he 
spake? 
*' Have I no friend will rid me of this living feart" 
Was it not so ? 

Serv, Those were his very words. 

Exton. " Have I no friend f quoth he : he spake it 
twice. 
And urg'd it twice together ; did he not ? 
Serv. He did. 

Exton, And, speaking it, he wistly look'd on me 
As* who should say, — I would thou wert the man 
That would divorce this terror from my heart ; 
Meaning the king at Pomfret. Come, let 's go ; 
I am the king's Mend, and will rid his (oe, [Exetmt, 

SCENE v.— Pomfret. The Dungeon of Hie Cattle, 
Enter King Richard. 
K. Rich. I have been studying how to compare 
This prison, where I live, unto the world : 
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And, for because the wotld is populous 
And here is not a creature but royself, 
I cannot do it ; — yet I ^11 hammer it out. 
My brain I '11 prove the female to my soul ; 
My soul, the father : and these two beget 
A generation of still-breeding thoughts, 
And these same thoughts people this little world ; 
In humours like the pec^le of this world, 
For no thought is contented. The better sorty-i^ 
As thoughts of things divine, — are intermix^ 
With scruples, and do set the faith itself 
Against the faith : 

As thus, — Come, little ones ; and then again, — 
It is as hard to come, as for a camel 
To thread the postern of a needle's eye. 
Thoughts tending to ambition they do plot 
Unlikely wonders : how these vain weak nails 
May tear a passage through the flinty ribs 
Of this hard world, my ragged prison walls ; 
And, for they cannot, die in their own pride. 
Tlioughts tending to content flatter themselves 
That they are not the first of fortune's slaves^ 
Nor sliall not be the last ; like silly beggars. 
Who, sitting in the stocks, refuge their shame. 
That many have, and others must sit there : 
And in this thought they find a kind of ease, 
Bearing their own misfortunes on the back 
Of such as have before endur'd the like. 
Thus play I, in one person, many people, 
And none contented : Sometimes am I king , 
Then treason makes me wish myself a beggar. 
And so r am : Then crushing penury 
Persuades me I was better when a king ; 
Then am I king'd again : and by-and-by, 
Think that I am unking'd by Bolingbroke, 
And straight am nothing : — But, whate er I am, 
Nor 1, nor any man, that but man is, 
With nothing shall be pleas'd till he be eas'd 
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WiUi being nothing. Miuio do I hearf {Muaie. 

Ha, ha ! keqp time :-~How bout iweet music i», 

When, time is broke, and no proportion kept ! 

So is it in the music of men^s lives. 

And here have I the daintiness of ear, 

To check time broke in a disorder'd string ; 

But, for Ihe concord of my state and iime^ 

Had not an ear to hear my true time broke* 

I wasted time, and now doth time waste me. 

For now hath time made me his numbering clock : 

My thoughts are minutes ; and, with sighs, they jar 

Their watches on unto mine eyes, the outward watefa, 

Whereto my fingei', like a dial^s point. 

Is pointing still, in cleansing them from tears.* 

Now, sir, the sounds that tell what hour it is 

Are clamorous groans, that strike upon my hearty 

Which is the bell : So sighs, and tears, and groans, 

Show minutes, times, and hours :-r*but my time 

Runs posting on in Bolingbroke's proud joy. 

While I stand fooling here, his Jack o^ the clock.^ 

This music mads me, let it sound no more ; 

For, though it have holpe madmen to their wits. 

In me it seems it will make wise men mad. 

Yet blessing on his heart that gives it me ! 

For 't is a sign of love ; and love to Richard 

Is a strange brooch in this all-hating world. 

Enter Groom. 

Groom. Hail, royal prince ! 
K. Rich, Thanks, noble peer ; 

The cheapest of us is ten groats too dear. 

* The analogies uied by the unhappy prisoner may apnea* 
forced, and somewhat obseure ; but it must be observed that* 
throoghout the character of Richard, the poet has mada him 
indulge in those freaks of the Imagination which belong to 
weakness of character. 

•» Jad o* the clock. An automaton, such as formerly con- 
stituted one of the wonders of London before St. Dunstau'* 
Church in Fleet Street. 
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What art thoat and how oomett thou hither, 
Where no man ever comes, but that sad dog» 
That brings me food, to make misfortune Uve ? 

Crroom. I was a poor groom of thy stable, king, 
When thou wert king ; who, trayelling towards York, 
With much ado, at length hare gotten leave 
To look upon my sometimes royal master's face. 
O, how it yeam'd my heart, when I beheld, 
In liondon streets that coronation day. 
When Bolingbroke rode on roan Barbary ! 
That horse that thou so often hast bestrid ; 
That horse that I so carefully have dress'd 1 

K. Rich. Rode he on Barbary f Tell me, gentle 
friend. 
How went he under him ? 

Groom. So {nnudly as if he had disdain'd the ground. 

K. Rich. So proud that Bolingbroke was on his back ! 
That jade hath eat bread from my royal hand ; 
This hand bath made him proud with clajpping him. 
Would he not stumble i Would he not fall down, 
(Since pride must have a fall,) and break the neck 
Of that proud man that did usurp his back f 
Forgiveness, horse ! why do I rail on thee, 
Since thou, created to be aw'd by man. 
Wast bom to bear ? I was not made a horse ; 
And yet I bear a burthen like an ass, 
Spur-gall'd, and tir'd, by jauncing ^ Bolingbroke. 

Enter Keeper, tmth a dish. 

Keep. Fellow, give place; here is no longer stay. 

[7b the Groom. 
K, Rich. If thou love me, 't is time thou wert away. 

' Sad dog. — Sad is here used in the sense of grave, gloomy. 

^ /attMtff^.— -Richard compares himself to a spur-gaUed beast 
thatBolingbroke rides. — Jauncing— jaunting — ^liurriedly moving 
Bolingbroke. It is possible, however, that it may be a con- 
traction otjoyatamnff. 
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Groom. Wbat my tongue dares not that my heart 
. shall say. [Exit* 

Keep, My lord, will *t please you to fall to ? 
K, Rich. Taste of it fii-st, as thou art wont to do. 
Keep. My lord, I dare not ; Sir Pierce of Exton, who 
Lately came from the king, commands the condary. 
K, Rich, The devil take Henry of Lancaster, and 
thee! 
Patience is stale, and I am weary of it \ 

[Beats the Keepet. 
Keep. Help, help, help ! 

Enter Exton, a7id Servants, armed, 

K. Rich. How now 9 what means death in this rude 
assault? 
Villain, thine own hand yields thy death^s instrument. 
[Snatching a weapon, and kUling one. 
Go tliou, and fill another room in hell. 

[He hUls another, tJien Exton strikes him down. 
That hand shall bum in never-quenching fire^ 
That staggers thus my person. — Exton, thy fierce hand 
Hath with the king's blood stained the king's own land^ 
Mount, mount, my soul ! thy seat is up on high ; 
Whilst my gross flesh sinks downward, here to die. 

[Vies. 
Exton. As full of valour as of royal blood : 
Both have I spilt ; O would the deed were good ! 
For now the devil, that told me I did well, 
Says that this deed is chronicled in hell. 
This dead king to the living king I '11 bear. 
Take hence the rest, and give them burial here. [Ex, 

SCENE VI.— Windsor. A Room in the Castle, 

Flourish, Enter Bolinobroks and Ycnx, wiih 

Lords and Attendants. 
Boling, Kind uncle York, the latest news we hear 
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Is, that the rebels have consumed with fire 

Our town of Cicestcr in Glostershire ; 

But whether they be ta^en, or slain, we hear not. 

Enter Northumberi*a.nd. 

Welcome, my lord : wliat ia the news 1 

North, First, to thy sacred state wish I all happiness. 
The next news is,— I have to London sent 
Tlie heads of Salisbury, Spencer, Blunt, and Kent : 
The manner of their taking may appear 
At large discoursed in this paper here. 

presenting a paper. 

Boling, We thank thee, gentle Percy, for thy pains ; 
And to thy worth will add right worthy gains. 

Enter Fitzwater. 

FUz, My lord, I have from Oxford sent to London 
The heads of Brocas, and sir Bennet Seely ; 
Two of the dangerous consorted traitors 
Tliat sought at Oxford thy dire overthrow. 

BoUng. Thy pains, Fitzwater, shall not be forgot ; 
Right noble is thy merit, well I wot. 

Enter Percy with the Bishop of Carlisle. 

Percy, The grand conspirator, abbot of Westminster, 
With clog of conscience and sour melancholy, 
Hath yielded ut) hid body to the grave ; 
But heie is Carlisle living, to abide 
Thy kingly doom, and sentence of his pride. 

BoUng. Carlisle, this is your doom : — 
Choose out some secret place, some reverend room, 
More than thou hast, and with it joy thy life ; 
So, as thou liv*st in peace, die free from strife : 
For though mine enemy thou hast ever been, 
High sparks of honour in thee have I seen. 

Enter Exton, toith Attendants hexiring a coffin, 

Exton, Ghreat king, within this coffin I present 
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Thy buried fear ; herein all breathless lies 
The mightiest of thy greatest enemies, 
Richard of Bordeaux, by me hither brought. 

BoUng, Exton, I fhiGmk thee not; for thou hast 
wrought 
A deed of slander, with thy fatal hand, 
Upon my head and all this famous land. 

Exton. Foom your own mouth, my lord, did I this 
deed. 

Baling, They love not poison that do poison need, 
Nor do I thee ; though I did wish him dead, 
I hate the murtherer, love him murthered. 
The guilt of conscience take thou for tiiy labour, 
But neither my good word, nor princely favour : 
With Cain go wander through the shade of night. 
And never show thy head by day nor light. 
Lords, I protest, my soul is ftill of woe 
That blood should sprinkle me to make me grow : 
Gome, mourn with me for that I do lament, 
And put on sullen black, incontinent ; 
I '11 make a voyage to the Holy Land, 
To wash this blood off from my guilty hand : — 
March sadly after ; grace my mourning hera^ 
In weeping after this untimely bier. {^Exeunt 
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ADDITIONAL NOTES 

AND SUGGESTED EMENDATIONS. 
VOLUMS IV. 



A WINTEB'S TALE. 

Introductory Note.—" The idea of thlB delightful drama Is a 
genuine jealousy of disposition, and it should be immediately 
followed by the perusal of * Othello,' which is the direct ' 
contrast of it in every particular. For Jealoitsv Is a yice of 
the mind, a culpable tendency of the temper, nayiag certain 
wdl-known and well-defined effects and concomitants, all of 
wliioh are risible in LeonteSj and I boldly say, not one of 
which marks its presence m Othello: such as, first, an 
excitability by the most inadequate causes, and an eagerness 
to sxuitoh at proofs ; secondly, a grossness of conception, and 
a disposition to degrade the object of the passion by sensual 
fancies and images ; thirdly, a sense of shame of his own 
feelings exhibited in a solitary moodiness of humour, and yet 
from the violence of the passion forced to utter itself, and 
therefore catching occasions to ease the mind by ambiguities, 
equivoques, by talking to those who cannot, and who are 
known not to oe able to understand what Is said to them— in 
short, by soliloquy in the form of dialogue, and hence a 
confused, broken, and fragmentary manner ; fourthly, a dread 
of vulgar ridicule, as distinct from a high sense of honour, 
or a mistaken sense of duty: and, lastly, and Immediately 
consequent on this, a spirit of selfish^ vindictiveness."— 
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Page 12 (Aot I. Scene U.) 
" I loTe thee not a jar o* the clock behind 

What lady she her lord." 
" What lady should her lord."— CoWicr. 

Page 15 (Act I. Scene ii.) 
" Thou want'st .... the shoots that I haye 
To he full like me." 
That is, the budding horns. 

Page 20 (Act L Scene ii.) 
" Blind with the pin and web." 
The old name for a cataract in the eyes. 

Page 26 (Act I. Scene ii.) 
" Fear o'ershades me : 

Good expedition be my friend, and comfort 

The gracioos queen, part of his theme, but nothing 

Of his ill-ta'en suspicion." 
The meaning of this passage, as it stands, we do not know, and 
it is curious to see how the commentators try to wring a 
meaning out of it. Their first difficulty is with comfort^iM 
it noun or verb ? They read : 

"Good expedition be mv friend, and comfort 
The gracious queen's." 
The chief difficulty, however, is with tTieme. Mr Collier has 
this note on the passage : " The absence of Polixenes, the 
object of the jealousy of Leontcs, was to comfort the queen, 
who was part of the theme on which the king dwelt (Polixenes 
being the other part), but who, being innocent, may be said 
to be 'nothing' of the *ill-ta'en suspicion' against her." 
But this is absurd, for if Hermione was part of his theme, she 
was in the very same sense also part of his suspicion. It is im- 
possible to make any such distinction between the words. The 
fact is, that we have here an error of thepress. The original 
word is Theame, It is a misprint for Throne. But in order 
to make sense of the passage with even this alteration, we 
must revert to the original meaning of the word oom-fort. 
The sentence will then read : " Good expedition be my friend, 
and confirm or continue to the queen her share of his throne, 
but nothing of his ill-ta'en suspicion." For a similar use of 
the word, take the following from Hooker:— "The evidence 
of God's own testimony added unto the natural assent of 
reason, doth not a little comfort and confirm the same." So 
further on (Page 88, Act II. Scene ill.), in this very play, where 
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comforting your evils is used in the sense of abetting and 
strengtheninff. Mr Grant White, we find, has made the 
correction of tJieme to throne^ bat fails to make sense of 
contort. 

Page 29 (Act II. Scene i.) 
" A pinched thing."— Probably a puppet. 

Page 61 (Act IV. Scene il.) 
"Bowget"— that is, badget, but so spelt to rhyme with 
"avouch it." 

Page 62 (Act IV. Scene ii.) 
"Means and bases"— that is, tenors and basses. 

Page 63 (Act IV. Scene ii.) 
" Trol-my-dames"— a game like the modem bagatelle. 

Page 67 (Act IV. Scene iii.) 

" Over that art 

Which, you say, adds to nature, is an art 

That nature makes." 

So all the editions. But Polixenes does not mean to say, that 

over the art which adds to nature is another art which is bom 

of nature, but what a few lines below he says that " the art 

its^f is nature." Read ever. The same mistake of over for 

mer will be found repeated below. 

Page 69 (Act IV. Scene iii.) 
" He tells her something 
That makes her blood look otif ." 
This is Theobald's correction of what ought never to'have 
been changed. There is something truly Shaksperean in the 
original: 

" He tells her something 
That makes her blood look onH:* 

Page 71 (Act IV. Scene-iii.) 
" Break a foul gap into the matter.*'— In the Perkins folio, 
japet an old word for a Jest. 

Page 85 (Act IV. Scene iU.) 
" That you may 
(For I do fear eyes over you) to shipboard 
Qet undeecried." 
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In the origiiial : ** (For I do fear eyee ofsr).*'— Bead 
" That yon may 
(For I do fear eyes ever) to ahipboard 
Get undeacried/* 

Page 109 (Act V. Scene lii.) 
** Then, all stand still : 
On : those that think it is unlawftil business 
I am about, let them depart." 
*< Or ttaxMW that think it "-->read with Hanmer. 



THE TEMPEST. 



Page 123 (Act I. Scene i.) 
"Long heath, brown ftinBe."— See Note. This note haa 
reference to a proposal of Hanmer's that we should read : 
" Ling, heath, broom, furze." 

Page 124 (Act L Scene ii.) 
" Scene II. The Island."— The Bev. Mr Hunter, ** tracing 
the line of Alonzo's travel" on the map. as he says, haa made 
an elaborate attempt to shew that the island is Lampedusa-^ 
midway between Malta and the African coast. Others inter- 
pret "the stiil-Texed Bermoothes" as Bermudas, and even 
fix the date of "The Tempest." It was the storm, says 
Malone, by which Sir George Summers was shipwrecked on 
tiie Island of Bermuda in 1609. In the account of this atorm. 
it is said of the Bermudas, that these " islands were of all 
nations said and supposed to be enchanted and Inhabited 
with witches and devils." Is not this delicious t They still 
point out in Jerusalem the place where the cock crew. Let 
the sceptical laugh at such things. But we should not be 
astonished were some one hereafter to identify the very pine 
in which Ariel was imprisoned. 

Page 129 (Act I. Scene ii.) 
" A rotten carcase of a butt"— Mr Dyoe, understanding it 
literally, does not see how a wine-butt could contain food, 
Areah water, rich garments, linens, stufBb, and necessaries, 
including books: but it is a mere metaphor, as now-ardays 
we should describe the largest vessel not sea-worthy as a tub. 
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Page 180 (Aot I. Scene ii.) 
" Now I arise."— Here, as the Perkins folio suggests, he 
puts on his magio mantle. Hence Miranda inunediately sleeps. 

Page 133 (Act I. Scene ii) 
"And are upon the Mediterranean ^fo." 
Perkins gives, as a correction : 

" And all upon the Mediterranean float ; " 
thus making float a difEbrent part of speech. The probability 
is, that Shakspere wrote as in the text, using flote as a sub- 
stantive. There is a local example of its being so used in the 
great wet-dock of Bristol, usually called the Bristol Float. 

Page 180 (Act I. Scene Ii.) 
'* He does make our tie. 
Fetch in our wood." 
Clear proof, says the Bey. Joseph Hunter, that the island 
is Lampedusa. "Malta is supplied with firewood from 
Lampedusa!" 

Page 187 (Act I. Scene 11.) 
Ariel's song. Mr Knight has given the arrangement of 
the old editions : but evidently the old editions have mixed 
up the burden with the song. Read as follows : - 

"Hark, hark! 
Burden: Bowgh, wowffh, [Disperaedly, 

The watchdogs bark : 

Bowgh, wotcgh. 
Hark, hark! ihear 
The strain of strutting chanticleer 
Cry, Oock a didle doweV 
It is not perhaps a matter of much importance, but as the 
editors are generally punctilious about these things, be it 
observed that, as spelt in the iirst folio, the cry of the cock 
is palpably intended to rhyme with the cry of the dogs. 

Page 148 (Act II. Scene i.) 
" Which, of he, or Adrian, for a good wager, first begins to 
crow 7 "—We do not know how Mr Knight means to construe 
the passage. All the editors, unable to make sense of the 
text, insert them—** Which of them, he or Adrian." But a 
modi simpler change, the change of a single letter, restores 
the sense: "Which— or he^ or Adrian— for a good wager, 
first begins to crow t" 
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Page 157 (Act n. Scene ii.) 
"Young seatnels from the rock."— What are acamels? 
Hr Dyoe, with great show of reason, proposes to read stameU 
—a ppecies of hawk. 

Page 158 (Act n. Scene iL) 
" Nor scrape trmchering, nor wash dish." 
It scarcely requires the authority of the Perkins folio to 
assure us that we ought to read : 

" Nor scrape treneher, nor wash dish.*' 

Flige 165 (Act HI. Scene ii.) 
" Flout *em and eotU *em ; and skout 'em and flout 'em.** 
So the original ; ^ut plainly a misprint for 
" Flout *em and aeatU *em ; and scout *em and flout *em.'* 

Page 166 (Act IIL Scene Ui.) 
(( Forthrights and meanders.**— Straight lines and curves. 

Page 175 (Act IV. Scene i.) 
" Naiads of the windering hrooks.*'— See Note. The word 
has not only the meaning of winding, but is, in fact, a misprint 
for it. In the original, windrinff. 

Page 176 (Act IV. Scene L) 
*' iiac*.*'— See Note. But thU is very doubtful. There is 
no other instance of the indefinite article thus used— a raek. 
It probably means raek in the sense of lorecifc, as in the phraeo 
rack and ruin. 

Page 179 (Act IV. Scene i) 

" Let *8 alone, 
And do the murther first.'* 



This reading is defended by interpreting it : ** Let 3 

me alone ^o and commit the murder." Mr Dyce restores 



* Let you and 

„ jor •^ "- - 

the correction of Theobald : " Let *s along.*' 

Page' 179 (Act IV. Scene i.) 
" Now is the Jerkin under the line : now, jerkin, you are 
like to lose your hair, and prove a bald Jerkin."— Stephano*s 
allusion is explained by the circumstance that the olothea- 
lines were made of hair. 

Page 190 (Act V. Scene 1.) 
" His mother was a witch, and one so strong 
That could control the moon, make flows and ebbs, 
And deal in her command, without herpmoer,^ 
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It is strange that th& last line shonld be so misanderstood. 
It means that Syoorax could make flows and ebbs, thus ac~ 
complishing the effects of tbe moon, apart from the inflnence 
of that luminary. 



KING JOHN. 



Page 309 (Act I. Scene i.) 
. " Heaven, lay not my transgression to my charge, 
ITiat art the issue of my dear offence." 
So the original, which Mr Knight interprets : " For Heaven's 
sake I Thou that art the issue of my dear offence, lay not my 
transgression to my charge;" and Mr (Collier, with singular 
perversity : " Let not Heaven and you that art the Issue," 
&C. Better far to read with Bowe : 

" Heaven lay not my transgression to my charge ! 
TJwu art the issue." 

Page 237 (Act III. Scene i.) 

" A new untrimmed bride." 
" A new ttpirimmed bride," as Mr Dyce declares the reading 
to be, "beyond the possibility of a doubt" He cites from 
" Romeo and Juliet " (Act IV. Scene iv.) : " Go, waken Juliet : 
go and trim her up." 

Page 289 (Act III. Scene i.) 
**T1iou mayst hold a serpent by the tongue, 
A chased lion by the mortal paw." 
See Note. The original word is cased^ which the commen- 
tators interpret eaged; but that is absurd, for a oased lion, in 
Sbakspere's phraseology, could only mean a akifmed lion. 
The word is probably a misprint either for caged or cluifed. 
Mr Knight objects that a eaged lion is not remarkable for 
fierceness. He must have overlooked the eouplet of Rowley's, 
quoted in the Variorum Shakspere : 

*< jQie lion in bis cage is not so sterne 
As Royal Henry in his wrathful spleene." 

Page 243 (Act HI. Scene lii.) 
" Sound on into the drowsy race of night." 
** Sound on into the drowsy «w of night."-~Dyce, Collier, 
and the Perkins folio. 
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Page 245 (Act m. Soeae iv.) 

** A whole armado of Mtipietml sail.** 

Oonvented, Perkins folio : eoUeeted, Pope : conveettdt Dyce. 

If any emendation is requisite, the last is ohviously the 

simplest 

Page 248 (Act m. Scene iv.) 
" O Lord 1 my boy, my Arthnr, my fair son I 
My life, my joy, my food, my all the world ! " 
Shakspere's son, Hammet, died in Aagoat 1596, at the age of 
twelve ; and as this play was written about a year afterwards, 
it has been conclnded that this personid bereavement has 
inspired very much the deep pathos of the Lady CSonstanoe 
on the loss of her Arthur. This Is only eoxg'ecture ; jet. as 
the personality of the great dramatist is so completely veiled 
in his works, it Is interesting to note every instance in which 
we find some traces of it. 

Page 356 (Act lY. Seene ii.) 
" Some reasons of this doable coronation 

I have possessed yon with, and think them strong ; 

And more, more strong {when lesser is my fear) 

I shall indue yon with." 
It is impossible to resist the objection that has been made to 
this reading. That the king should give stronger reasons for 
his doable ocnronation when his fears should be ditninia^tedt is 
quite inexplicable. The original word is than. Theobald 
struck out a single letter, and read : 

" And more, more strong (the lesser is my fear) 
I shall indue you with " — 
which the editors seem to have been unanimous in misunder- 
standing. But the sense is very plain : " I have possessed 
you with some reasons which I udnk strong : and more, 
more strong— I have little fear, and the more strong the lesser 
is my fear— I shall indue you with." 

Page 365 (Act lY. Scene iiL) 
" 'Tis true ; to hurt his master, no man*8 else." 
«* No man else," in the Devonshire copy of the first foliou 

Page 366 (Act lY. Scene iii.) 
" Till I have set a glory to this hand. 
By giving it the worship of revenge." 
« TUl I have set a glory to this Aead."— Perkin* fiolfak 



d by Google 



ADDITIONAL NOTES TO VOLUME IV. 897 

Page 281 (Act Y. Scene v.) 
** And wound our tottering eoloturs clearly up." 
Tattering, 



KING RICHARD II. 

Page 801 (Act I. Scene i.) 
" My soyerelgn liege was in my debt 
Upon remainder of a dear account." 
" Clear account," in the Perkins folio. * 

•^ Pago 805 (Act L Scene ii.) 

" Seaf>en?i is the quarrel."— In the quarto editions, " QoePs 
is the quarrel ; ".and it may be as well here to mention, that 
in deference to a celebrated statute of King James, where the 
quarto editions use the name of the Deity, the folio substitutes 
Heaven, and in many ol^er instances softensexpressions that 
to a Puritanic ear might sound profane. It should be re- 
marked, however) that the folio is by no means consistent 
in this observance. 

Page 806 (Act I. Scene iL) 
" And what cheer there for welcome but my groans 2" 

On this, Mr Knight has the note : " The quarto of 1697 reads 

cheer ; the subsequent early editions, hear?* But he is wrong. 

There is no authority for eheer* Svery early edition of the 

play has heart which is far better. 

" And what hear there for welcome but my groans I " 

Page 821 (Act II. Scene i.) 
'* Young hot colts, being ragedt do rage the more." 
"Being urged," Perkins folio: reined, Blteon. The last 
seems to be the best reading. ^ 

Page 825 (Act n. Scene i.) 

" Call in his.letters-patent that he hath 

By his attorneys-general to sue 

Hie livery." 

" On the death of every person who held by knight's service, 

the escheator of the court in which he died summoned a Jury, 

who inquired what estate he died seized of, and of what age 

bis next heir was. If he was under age, he became a ward of 
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the king ; bat if he was found to be of f^ll age, he then had a 
right to sue oat a writ of ouUr le mmn— that is. Am livety, 
that the king's hand might be taken off, and the land delivered 
to him."— Jfatonc. 

Page 337 (Act II. Seene i.) 
" We three are bat thyself; and, speaking so, 
- Thy words are but as thoughts ; therefore be bold." 
It has been proposed, on the authority of the Perkins folio, 
to read, *' our thoughts." This shews that the meaning of 
the passage has been missed. Boss says : " Since we three 
are but thyself, the words yoa speak will be as if not qx>ken 
at all, as only thoaghts ; for we are all one." 

Page 342 (Act lU. Scene ii.) 
" Then thieves and robbers range abroad unseen. 
In murthers and in outrage, bloody here." 
Mr Collier, fVom finding the word spelt houidy in the earliest 
edition of the play, has conjectured that the true reading is 
bouldly-boldly. It is clearly so; "boldly here" being in 
antitiiesis to "trembling at themselves," in the conclusion 
of the sentence. 

Page 362 (Act IV. Scene i.) 
*.' As sure as I live, my lord." 
" As surely as I live, my lord."— First quarto. 

Page 862 (Act IV. Scene i.) 
" Of noble Richard ; then true nobleftess would." 
NoblesSf in the first quarto, and most modem editions* 




Edinburirh : 
Frinted bjr W. and R. Cluunbfn. 
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